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DEDICATION. 


THEODORE    GOMPERZ 

OF    VIENNA, 

fflEAR  FRIEND:  — The  Book  now  in- 
:d  to  you  was  planned  and  begun 
majiy  years  ago,  during  a  period  of  my 
*l  life  whirVi  I  nasPLpfl  in  nlpssant  inter- 
le  witli  yourse  .re  dear  to 

us  both.     Some  ft  ire  already 

known  to  you,  and  jetteied  by 

your  criticism.    Tl  rer,  for  the 

first  time  come  beti  ind  in  such 

order  as  best  befit  a  to  which, 

notwithstanding  th  n  and  sub- 

ject, they  each  and  ume  not  to 

hope  irom  many  nt    perusal 

wMch,  neverthelesi  liminary  to 

any  final  judgment  is  occupied 

nearly  seven  years  oi  my  me.     uut,  ii  it  be  hon- 
ored by  your  own,  I  shall  believe  that  it  also 
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merils  the  approbition  of  all  who,  like  yourself, 
have  never  held  shares  in  any  Joint-Stock  Com- 
pany for  the  formation  of  Opinion  with  Limited 
Liability.  Many  such  men  there  are  not.  A  few 
such  men  I  know.  I  desire  their  sympathies ; 
and,  in  that  desire,  I  do  homage  to  their  virtues. 
Your  ever  well-wisher, 

ROBERT  LYTTON. 

ClHTRA,  y£  Se^lemier,  186?. 
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TALES    FROM    HERODOTUS. 


PRELUDE. 

~  TII^II  fancies  that,  like  phantoms,  bear 

Ij    "    ■       The  bodies  of  long-buried  mun, 
'.  \       Whose  bones  are  duet,  whose  Bpirits  are 

dwellings  are  the  days  that  were,  — 
ihe  snos  that  will  not  rise  again, — 
A  bark,  dream-bnilt  to  drift  along 
The  tides  of  other  times,  I  throng ; 

And,  helinless,  here  and  there  am  blown 
Beyond  my  will,  by  the  Power  of  Song, 
From  shore  to  shore  of  regions  lone 

In  sempiternal  Even  lying 
Glimmeringl;,  ^rt  by  the  moan 

Of  memories  ever  dying. 
Like  that  bewildered  Cretan  crew 
These  old-world-wandering  fancies  are ; 
Whose  course,  unsteered  by  chart  or  star. 
With  tugging  sail  and  slanted  deck, 
LaWina's  newborn  oftspring  blew 
Where'er  he  willed ;  nor  conld  they  check 
la  the  plunging  prow  the  spirit  that  knew 
Whose  sudden  hand  his  speed  obeyed; 
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Ab  ever  about  in  the  billowj  dip 
And  briny  dance  of  the  beaked  ebip 

A  golden  dolphin  flasht  and  plajed, 

While  fast  tlirongh  sliallow  foam  they  flew 

Along  the  shore-loclied  seaa,  and  fast 

Beheld  the  Eiean  port  slide  past. 

And  many  a  wishtfor  haven  fade, 

And  many  a  slowly-son-flusbt  bay, 
Tilt  faint  their  staggering  keel  was  stayed 

Off  Crissa;  when  the  crimson  day 
In  lights  and  ardors  manifold 
Was  bnmiag  all  the  west  away. 
And,  bright  beyond  the  harbor  bar. 
Brimmed  his  bine  baths  with  iervld  gold : 
Then,  o'er  the  seaborn  mouniaina  far. 
And  fer  in  Even's  inmost  hold, 

The  weary  mariners  (thus  they  say) 
Saw  white  walla  hang  in  a  rosy  air; 
For  so  the  god  had  bnilt  them  there. 
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OPIS   AND  ARGE. 


OPIS  AND  AEGE* 
(Herodotds,  iv,  35.) 


^^a^AST  Ophinsa  s^ing,  long  ere  mom 

S  ^^S  from  where 

^^^^1  About  the  waters'  verge  in  paler  air 
The  stars  are  fewest  and  moat  large,  near  land 
Tlie  Ortygian  mariners  their  sea-drenched  bark 
Moored  on  ihe  shallow  sea,  a  weary  band, 
By  Delos,  wailing  for  the  dawn;  and  IJiere 
(While  broken  winds,  among  the  moantaim  bom. 
Scarce  heaved  —  the  sighing  stillness  of  the  dark) 
Tbey  heard,  along  wild  shores  of  capes  forlom. 
The  Hyperborean  virgins,  hand  in  hand. 
Sing  lond,  from  lands  beyond  the  wind  o'  the 

north. 
With  mystie  music  moving  down  the  seas 
Toward   Greece,  this   hymn,   whose   latest  nolcs 

drew  forth 
Full-crowned  snntise  fi-om  tbo  Cyclades : 


a>  bfniL  Hterall;  ftiUowed ;  but  la  tba  preee 

t  lnalanco  h 

Bsring  aUusion  to  the  Buppoaed  inlroduclion 

Ibe  ImagsB  of  the  gods,  wrapped  np  in  whe 

wo  Hyixrbotcaa  vlrjina,  has  been  taken 

m  behalf  of  human  oalture,  W  the  mjlliiilog 

aud  ai:[  cl  lii 
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"  Sister  Arge,  sister  Arge,  shake  thj  treseGs  to  tha 

wind. 
Till  tlie  life  that  floods  them  ovecfloat  the  lone  air 

with,  delight ! 
And  tread  swiftly  down  the  shadows  of  the  starrj 
hills  that  bind 
To  the  bases  of  the  darkness  the  high  silence  of 
the  night. 
Virgin,  watcher  of  the  veiled  forms,  to  whom  hatli 
been  consigned 
The  divinity  enshrined, 
Thou  that  bearesc  on  thy  bosoui  all  the  beauty,  all 

the  might, 
Of  the  yet-unheard,  the  jet-uuseen,  whence  floweth 
sound  and  siglit; 
Dost  thon  tremble  at  the  aeamess  of  the  time 
that  we  are  touching  t 
Doth  the  whiteiire  leaping  in  the  stars  that  lead  us 
scorch  thee  blind  'i 
Art  thou  wary  of  the  sly  and  wishful  winds  that 
would  be  clutching 
At  the  shut  heart  of  the  blessing  we  are  bearing  to 
mankind  "i 
Show  not !  show  not  1 
Let  men  know  not 
What  is  coining.     For  the  mind 
Of  the  world  is  undefined ; 
And  the  dark  not  yet  the  daystar  doth  release- 
Wherefore  watch  ye  well,  and  ward, 
Sister,  hold  ye  fast,  and  guard 
The  sacred  straw 
From  bruise  or  Baw, 
And  the  mystic  veil  from  soil  or  crease. 
Whilst,  unseen  but  aware 
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"  Sister  Opis,  sister  Opis,  I  ara  moving  at  thy  aids 

In  tliB  power  tliat  is  upon  ns  ;  I  am  treading  etxide 
for  stride 

Down  tlie  wonder  of  the  worlii  with  thee,  undaunt- 
ed hy  the  thi-ong 

Of  the  sturtiiDg  stars  that,  brightened  by  the  breath 
of  thy  dear  song, 

Give  in  glory  heaven's  gladness  forth.     But  O,  the 
way  is  long 

From  the  distance  of  the  darkness  to  the  distance 
of  the  light  I 
And,  like  a  ahipmaa  eying 

That  sliding  rippled  lane  the  lucid  moon  hath 

paven  bright. 

Which  to  sunder,  and  escape  from,  all  l3ie  livelong 

laboring  night 

His  patieat  keel  is  trying ; 

But,  with  a  fond  denying. 

Where  it  first  was  on  the  waters,  and  yet,  o'er  the 

Gliding  silent  with  the  ship  is  still  beside  it,  so 

Is  that  watcher  any  forther  trom.  the  light  that 

leaveth  dark 
The  last  ware  it  leapeth  out  of  ere  't  is  broken  by 

So  my  spirit,  striving  forwai*d,  yat  doth  never  find 
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Paseing  swift  from  Ewest  to  sweeter, 
Strange  to  stranger,  through  completer 

lacQcfitioiia  of  the  stature 

Of  the  beautiful  in  nature. 
To  the  peri^ct  fbrm  and  feature 

Of  the  godship  of  this  Greece. 

"  I  heard  a  gryphon  yelping  for  his  gold  acroi 


Blue  frosttitten  monntftin  gnlly,  where  tie  rock- 

Btream  would  not  flow  : 

I  outsped  the  Arimaspian  that  was  outspeeding 

Whose  one  eye,  when  he  beheld  me,  shrivelled 
blinded  in  his  brow 

With  a  knowledge  premature 

Of  what,  knowing,  to  endure, 
Hot  yet  the  gods  had  granted  hia  incompetence-to- 

And  not  even  so  mnch  sound 
Aa  doth  lisp  jtround,  around, 

In  a  little  whiEperous  -whirl  of  windy  snow, 
My  flitting  footstep  made, 
As  it  traversed  tinbelrayed 

The  silent  iron-eolored  floors  of  fliwen  lakes  below 
Those  bitter  pale  Cimmerian  skies, 
Whose  ghosdy  suns  with  hlood-red  eyes. 
Thick  wrapt  in  trosty  film,  make  wan 
The  whited  desert  of  lean  plains, 
Whece  homless  beeves  in  Wooden  wains 
The  Scythian  and  the  Sindian 
Drive,  streaking,  be  unheard  ihey  go. 
The  echoless  white  waste  with  alow 
Dai'k  dotted  trains. 
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As  dlent  as,  through  light  that  lies 
Lone  on  tha  verge  of  evening,  flies 
A  troop  of  long-aecked  cmtiea. 
And  the  bald-head  Argiptean, 
Beneath  his  black  beaa-tree, 
Sat  bareheaded  in  the  sua  to  judge  the  people,  as 
I  pa,3sed. 
Bat  to-niglit  from  bowers  EubKan 
Blow  sneet  odoi's  up  the  sea, 
And  the  Gredan  beauty  breathes  into  my  being 
at  the  last- 
Yet  I  show  not, 
For  I  know  not, 
What  is  coming  to  mankind. 
White  the  wheat  lies  on  the  faces  of  the  folded 

And  other  hands 
In  other  lands 

Are  destined  to  nnbind 
The  veil  of  this  Invisible  by  slowly-sweet  degrees. 
Wherefore  aye  in  watch  and  ward. 
Sister,  hold  I  fast  and  guard 
The  sacred  straw 
From  bruise  or  flaw. 
And  the  mystic  veil  fi-oni  soil  or  crease. 
Whilst,  awake  and  aware, 
Together  we  bear 
Tha  high  gods  safe  to  their  home  in  Greece." 

A  wind,  that  all  night  long  in  Bhodopa, 
Waitmg  release,  had  crouched  with  casual  thrills 
Of  power  but  half  repressed,  now  leaping  free, 
His  kindred  fh>m  the  high  Keraunian  hills 
C^Ied  to  him  athwart  t&e  dark  .^gean  Sea, 
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And  swept  from  Athoa  and  the  rooky  fringe 
Of  many  a  mountain-buikled  promontorj- 
Beyond.  PaUene,  those  high  vapors  hottcy 
That,  BOOH  as  Morn  swings  out  on  ailent  hjnga 
Her  golden  gates  against  the  eaatetn  eldea. 
Do  travel  the  dim  ^r  in  search  of  glory. 
Wheceat  they  roue  (grajbearded  companies. 
Whose  paths  above  the  pealied  mountains  are). 
Leaving  the  moonless  night  upon  the  wane. 
In  hitste  to  fill  their  floating  urns  with  flame. 
And  midway  meet  the  Light  that  loves  to  rise 
On  Delos,  where  bis  mother  dwelt.     There  came 
A  change  across  the  skies,  and  in  the  stcaia 
Of  that  eWange  music,  that  now  dropped  ftoni  far 
Fresh,  clear,  and  cold,  as  drops  of  driven  rain 
Dasht  on  dark  summits  from  the  morning  star:  — 

"Art  thou  near  me,  Sister  Arge  7  " 
"  Sister  Opis,  I  am  near." 

"  And  dost  hear  me.  Sister  Arge  t  " 
"  Sister  Opis,  speak,  I  hear." 
"  ¥vom  the  cold  to  the  warm,  from  the  dark  to 
the  light. 
From  the  wish  to  the  will,  irom  the  part  to  the 
whole. 
To  the  deed  ftom  the  need,  to  the  day  fi-cm  the 

From  the  brule  in  the  body  to  the  god  in  the  soul, 
Man  grows. 
For,  the  gods  having  first   morselled  Man   into 


Men  by  growing  together  must  grow  ii 
Tho    grows    outward    at    first,   lo    grow 

itoMan; 
,    inward 

again. 
Thus   outgrowing   the   point  whence 
growth  began ; 

his  lii-5t 
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Till  (who  knows  1) 

The  high  goiJs,  on  hia  being  upborno,  shall  go 
higher 
Up  in  Heaven,  to  leave  ECopo  for  the  search  of  his 

And  laj^e  epaee  for  the  love  in  his  life  to  Bspire 

To  the  ^r  that  feeds  fire : 

Still,  as  more  and  more  godlike  he  grows,  to  discover 

More  and  more  in  the  godhead,  above  him  forever ; 

The  wider  he  reaches,  more  reaohlessness ;  over 

His  highest  attained,  still  a  higher  to  endeavor 

In  the  Ever.near  Never." 

Light  lose  in  response  miM  a  lovelier  voice 
Along  the  morning  air,  like  a  spring  wind 
Whose  benediction  bids  old  earth  rejoice 
Beoanae  of  violets  it  is  come  to  find. 

"  Sister  Opis,  I  hear  thee, 

And,  near  thee. 
My  heart,  with  thy  song  in  it,  glows ; 
And  the  fnlness  of  sweetness  o'erflows, 

While  thy  soul  from  thy  lip 

All  a-tremhle  doth  slip 
As  a  dew-drop  in  light  fi'om  a  rose." 

And,  higher  thought  in  higher  tone  to  pour, 
The  musio  of  that  mystic  voice  intense 
Hose  on  the  ttngling  dark,  and  more  and  more 
Was  felt  like  light  within  the  listener's  sense. 
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Upon  Time's  etorm-beaten  shore 

It  dwelt  in  the  dark  and  cold 
Of  error,  and  Ehame,  and  wrong, 

Man's  rate,  erewhile  forlorn. 
With  speech  that  \s  now  mode  song, 

And  sight  that  is  beauty  bom. 
Shall  see,  and  speak,  and  he  heard  ; 

And  the  lion,  and  wolf,  and  leopard. 

That  follows  at  mora  the  shepherd. 
By  a  music  and  a  light 

To  a  fairer  land  afar, 
Charmed  out  of  the  eaves  of  night. 

Shall  follow  man's  dawning  star  ; 
Where  the  force,  refined  to  grace. 

Of  Strength  and  Boaufy  matfd 
Shall  j^ye  birth  to  a  lovelier  race 

Of  men  to  gods  related  ; 
Till  there  beat  in  the  old  brule  world 

A  human  heart  that  knows 
Where  the  Spirit  of  Love  lies  curled 

la  all  that  breathes  and  blows; 
And  a  peeping  &ce  shall  flit 

Through  the  leaves  of  the  forest  bne. 
And  the  mountain  wells  be  lit 

By  the  limbs  of  a  Naiad  known, 
And  the  orbs  that  brighten  heaven 

Shall  be  no  nameless  glory, 
But  the  beauty  and  splendor  ^rea 

To  a  breathing  human  story." 

Anon  together,  like  two  butterflies 

Born  of  one  flower  that  gave  to  both  its  hue. 

Which  sport  around  each  other  in  warm  skies. 
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I,  hovering  ;  — 


"Blessed  art  thou,  0  man,  at  thy  lowest, 

O  thou  lord  of  the  hand  and  tlie  thought  I 
For  thou  liveaE  in  that  which  thoo  doest, 

And  thou  makest  thyself  out  of  naught. 
How  to  thy  cradle  we  bear  Itiee 

The  Teachers,  the  bright,  the  benign. 
That  out  of  earth's  dust  shall  uprear  thee 

An  altar,  a  temple,  a  shrine, 
And  forth  of  all  things  that  be  near  thee 

(By  the  t«uch  of  a  tenderness  fine) 
To  guide,  to  sustain,  and  to  cheer  thee, 

Shall  summon  a  Presence  Divine- 
Beauty,  the  wave-bora,  the  flowing, 

Shall  rise,  and  in  rapture  give  birth 
To  Love,  tlie  man-maker,  the  glowing 

Boy-bringer  of  BEauty  to  earth. 
Lo  1  I  weigh  thee  the  weight  of  thy  worth. 
All  things  are  thine ; 
All  things  combine 
In  a  strenuous  design 
To  make  thee  divine. 
Name  them,  and  claim  tJiem ! 
None  dare  decline 
In  aught  to  fulfil 
The  behest  of  thy  will. 
Choose  them,  and  use  them  I 
The  moving,  and  the  still. 
The  upr^ht,  the  supine. 
Take  them,  and  make  them 
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(Both  the  color  and  the  line) 
Ministera  all  at  the  inarveUous  shrine 
Of  the  strong-bodied,  spirit- wedded, 
Hundred-haniiBd,  myriad-heafled, 
Mi^ly,  wonder-working  Skill ! 

"  The  wave  shall  render  thee 
ItB  intdeate  havmony 
Of  movBnient  mnltilbrm,  and  gliding  swerve 

Of  shadowy  curve; 
The  mould  of  Music  visible,  the  free 
Lip  o'  tJie  eloquent  eea  : 
The  vine  shall  fix  forever 
For  thee  her  fond  endeavor 
Of  drooping  leaf,  and  tendril-twine. 
To  richly  deck  the  rigid  line 
Of  liniiKiry  law,  that  lies 
Uuseen,  endeared  by  love's  disguise : 
The  milk-white  marble  p^e. 
To  lell  thine  eyes  the  tale 
Of  what  thy  thonghts  discern 
Beyond  them,  shall  avail 
Olympian  speech  to  learn  ; 
And,  for  thy  sake,  forthwith  forego 
The  formless  iace  of  his  smooth  snow 

For  novel  features,  sweet  or  stem. 
To  fit  thy  fancy,  gay  or  grave, 
And  in  unmoved  memorial  save 
The  falling  leaf,  the  flowing  ware, 
From  death,  that  doth  their  beauty  crave : 
And,  as  both  stock  and  stone 
To  thee  their  uses  lend, 
Thou  too,  in  turn,  shalt  these  befriend 
With  better  beauty,  not  their  own ; 
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And  every  tender  slope  and  tarn 
Of  sumptuous  form,  well-featured  face, 
Or  pnre  prgportioii,  pleased  VO  deck 
This  mortal  mould,  shall  flow  Co  grace 
Some  caljxed  yaee,  with  curling  neck, 
Eine-eared,  or  fluted  urn. 

"  Now,  therefore,  new-grown, 

Come  forth,  und  be  known, 
Thou  poor  hewer,  tliou  blind-handed  breaker 

Of  wood  and  of  stone  I 
Henceforth,  in  thy  might,  as  the  maker. 

To  the  ogee  be  shown  I 
And  the  gold  shall  break  out  into  glory. 

And  the  ivory  be  pallid  with  awe, 
At  tlie  Gown  of  the  god  high  ajid  hoary. 

That  liveth  alone  in  the  law 
Of  himself;  when,  in  splendor  sfrong-zoned, 
Zeus,  sovran  in  Elis,  sits  throned. 

"  Blessed  art  thou,  O  man  I  for  Ihon  gromcst 
(O  thou  lord  of  the  thought  and  the  hand  I) 

In  the  growth  of  whatever  thou  doest, 
And  the  ages  a,wait  ihy  command. 

"Life's  image,  born  of  tbe  brain. 

In  the  form  which  the  baud  batb  fashioned, 
Sball  forever  un  marred  retain 


All  power,  that  in  act  hath  been 
Put  forth,  shall  perish  never ; 

And  life's  beauty  once  felt  and  see: 
la  life  beautified  forever." 
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In  that  high  tone  the  mingled  music  shrill 

Of  those  ti'iumphant  voices,  ceasing,  left 

The  Bilence  tremalous  with  a  solemn  thrill. 

As  one  whose  troubled  sense  ie  eharply  cleft 

Byeudtten  knowledge  of  undreamed-of  good. 

And,  fbra  while,  there  was  no  other  sound 

Tlian  the  sea's  murmur  on  the  solitude. 

And  the  light  winds  that  sighed  and  whispered 

The  dawning  headlands.     Then,  with  altered  lone. 
Was  poured  from  tiie  pale  hills  one  voice  alone; 

"  Sister  Opis,  sister  Opis,  thou  eiultest  in  thy 

For  to  thee  the  god  speaks  certainly,  and  there- 
fore thou  art  stioag. 
But  me  a  sorrow  moveth  in  the  midst  of  much 


Of  Hiis  twofold  1 


1  waj  growrag   i 


depth  and  height ; 
Whereby  more  strength  more  afrongly  feels  mora 
weaJineEs,  in  despite 
Of  more  streugth  yet  in  sight, 
for  man,  from  the  moment  when  man 
reels  a  power  in  his  soul  to  conceive 
Of  a  power  surpassing  the  span 

Of  the  life  he  hath  power  to  achieve. 
Must  be  wretched  ;  perceiving,  both  vrays. 

The  abyss  of  a  boundless  Beyond ; 
With,  as  mora  imperfection  may  gaze 

On  petfeclion,  more  cause  to  despond. 
Evermore  must  the  life  of  the  mauy. 
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That  in  Art  is  compieted  alone, 
Tmiiscendiag  the  mere  lifa  of  aay 

One  oreature,  leare  hopeless  lliat  o 
And  no  sliepherd  shall  stand  on  the  i 

Aa  stately  as  Plicebus  tlie  fair ; 
And  no  m^den  ahall  move  by  tlie  fountain 

As  radiant  as  Hebe  the  rai'e  ; 
And  Niobe'a  marble  bereavement, 
In  anguish  made  l>eauty  forever. 
Shall  immortally  mock  the  aduevement 

Of  grief's  merely  mortal  endeavor. 
Then  say,  if  tbon  seeet,  —  for  I  see  not. 
What  hope  is  in  man  Chat  he  be  not 
The  architect  merely  —  as,  stone 
Upon  stone,  it  ascends  —  of  his  own 
Mortal  lile's  monumental  despair? 
From  insolent  heights  never  ending, 

In  immutable  forms  ever  &ir, 
Conception  transcending,  offending. 
And  mocking  Experience,  —  declare 
What  shall  <»mfort  the  poor  life  of  each, 
When,  fixl  for  beyond  the  soul's  reach. 

Though  coufcon^Qg  the  sense, — ever  there 
In  compledon,  abasht,  it  mnst  gaze 

On  the  fuil-iraaged  hffe  of  the  All  ? 
What  shall  reconcile  shame  f  and  upraise 

Ay  me  !  fbr  man's  sake  my  tears  fell. 
Not  seeing  whence  comfort  to  call," 
Whereto,  in  answer,  the  hill-tops  along. 
That  other  voice,  clear,  confident,  and  strong :  — 
"  Sister  Arge,  sister  Arge,  dost  thou  falter  7    But 
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The  god  hath  ^ven  certidnly  to  utter  what  sliall 
Wherefore  listen." 

"I  am  lislcnmg,  widi  my  spirit  tnrDdd 

"  List,  and  see  1  — 
Base  wert  thou,  0  mfin,  thougii  thou  buildest 

Halls  higher  lian  ever  the  eiamel, 
And  poor,  though  thou  purples  t  and  glides  t 

Thy  pomp  :  a  flj's  wing  would  condemn  it. 

Is  the  crowQ  of  thj  sti-ength.    Whei-efore  speak. 
And  come  forth,  O  consoler  1  0  poet  I 

Thou  whose  song  giveth  strength  to  tJie  weak. 
Thou  doer,  aye  ungnesaed  among 
Things  done  ;  deceiver  of  the  throng 
That 's  ignorantly  tliine  ;  whoso  life. 
Living  through  all,  unheard  proceeds 
Amid  the  noise  of  mortal  deeds. 
And  shapes  of  passing  things,  and  strife 
Of  changing  times,  which,  when  thj-  preseooe 
Their  emptiness  and  little  strength 
Hath  filled  and  interpeuetrBted 

With  its  own  divineet  essence, 

Grow  great  and  calm,  take  breadth  and  length, 

Aod  height  and  depth,  and  rest  related 

To  those  immortal  verities 
That  change  not  with  the  changing  sMes, 
And  reel  not  with  the  colling  years ; 
Thou  Destiny,  whose  thoughts  are  seers. 
Come  forth,  controller  of  the  shears. 
The  spindle,  and  ihe  rock  I 
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Hero,  whose  words  are  victories  all. 
Enlarge  man's  lifa;  leave  oothing  small, 

Inconsequent  or  fractional ; 
71ja  world's  shnt  heart  nnlock. 
Do  thon  with  heauty  Etop  tbe  chinks 

And  flaws  of  nncompleled  man, 
And  with  mnsic  hrim  flie  brinks 

Of  nature  ;  filling  out  the  plan 
Of  the  life  man  yearns  to  live, 

And  strives  to  seize,  but  never  can. 
Till  thy  help  to  him  thou  give ; 

Putting  space  within  his  span. 

"  Life's  flower  hath  many  springs  : 

Leaves  fellan  feed  its  root : 
Camps,  nations,  courts,  and  kings 

Mnrmnr,  and  soon  are  inul«. 
Bnt  over  tlie  bloody  plain 

Where  a  nation's  life  lies  lost, 
From  the  bodies  of  many  slain 

Doch  arise  but  a  single  ghost. 
Nor  chance  nor  change  can  mar 

The  beauty  of  her  pale  brows. 
Whereon  the  pilot  star 

Of  the  wandering  Future  glows : 
She,  that  is  all  pure  essence. 

Can  no  more  suffer  wrong : 
Men  call  her  name  The  Presence 

Of  the  Past  made  iheirs  in  Song. 
And  this  most  beauteous  child 

Of  a  Past  that  cannot  die, 
Whose  spirit  doih  reign  strong-willed 

O'er  the  realm  of  Futurity, 
By  means  of  her  mighty  sods,  that  ate 
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The  makers  of  man's  thongbt,  iiiir,  and  far 
From  the  perisliing  Present's  fitful  strife, 
Upbuildelh  tlie  beautiful  dome  of  life ; 
All  thronged  with  lueid  shapes  that  be 
Clothed  each  in  the  calm  of  eternity; 
Those  mighty  memoriei  of  mankind, 
Whose  homo  is  the.  universal  mind. 
Wherefore  yet  I  praise  man  at  his  lowest, 

Being  lord  of  the  hvlng  voice. 
Hark,  O  wind,  through  the  reeda  where  thon 
blowest, 

Pan  eometh  1     I  bid  thee  rejoice. 
The  ce^pans,  satyrs,  and  feuns, 

To  his  Bhrill  pipe  trooping  after. 
Trample  over  the  lanes  and  the  lawna, 

With  timbrel  and  tipsy  laughter : 
But  after  Pan  eometh  Apollo, 

Whose  music  is  sound  made  fire. 
And  the  gods  and  the  heroes  follow 

The  loud  twang  of  his  golden  lyre." 

Down  swept  a  rushing  sound,  across  the  iQno 
And  melancholy  motintaina  clothed  in  cloud, 
Ab  of  the  mnltitudinoua  hurrying  ou 
Of  unseen  ffeet,  and  mnrmuriogs  of  a  crowd, 
With  music,  cymbals  feint,  fWnt  flutes ;  as  when 
On  festal  days,  with  pomp  processional. 
And  minstrelsy,  and  dancing  maids  and  men, 
Some  merrymaking  city  pours  through  all 
Her  gaping  gates  a  jubilant  swarm ;  whose  sound 
Among  the  humming  hills  is  sometimes  heard 
Where  gorges  open,  and  tlien  shut  agdn, 
Sudden,  f  the  shifting  vale,  with  all  its  train 
Of  mirthful  tumult  manifold,  and  drowned 
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In  such  deep  silence  that  the  hooting  bini. 
That  haunts  b;  monneain  tarns,  is  aniiible 
Par  off  once  more,  and  audible  alone, 
lu  the  reinEtated  stillness,  wiih  stern  tone 
Chiding  the  solitary  nir.     So  fell 
Down  vaporous  precipices,  aooti  almost 
As  heard,  those  sounds  of  things  unwitnessed,  lost 
Along  the  dreaming  gnlfe,  and  rolled  awaj. 
Anon  once  more,  against  the  dawning  day. 
The  former  voices ;  shrill  distinct,  as  darte 
That,  clashed  against  sonorous  metal,  sing. 
Sharp  tune ;  whereto  clear  echoes  from  the  hearts 
Of  hollow  caves  rang  response,  vibrating  :  — 

"Sister  Opia,  sister  Opis,  on  ft  silver  wave  of  song 

Sweetly  streaming. 

Dim  as  dreaming. 
The  deep  melodies  among. 

By  thy  singing, 

Bliss  is  bringing 
All  my  being.     Yet  prolong 

Tiie  loved  rapture  I " 

"Listen,  Sister  1 
For  my  spirit  on  the  throng 
Of  tbe  ages  rushes  strong. 
When  the  strong  archetypal  moulders 

Of  mortal  clay 
Have  bequeathed  to  unborn  beholders 
The  forms  that  stay 
Fixt  and  fast 

In  the  flux  of  time, 

For  man's  thought,  cast 

In  a  mould  sublime; 
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And  the  few  line  Spirits  first  needed 

To  build  up  the  walls  of  tiie  world 
(From  tUe  Protoplsat  freshly  proceeded), 

Having,  each  from  hia  fbrtress,  unfurled 
The  standurd  of  man's  realm,  made  fnller 

Tor  all  men  by  one  man  alone,— 
Ofer  marble,  or  musie,  or  color. 

Or  language,  —  are  gathered  and  gone 
Prom  the  sisn'a  sight,  like  stars  of  the  morning. 

Lost  in  level  enlargements  of  light, 
Where  the  world  needs  no  longer  their  vfarning 

Or  witness  to  steer  through  the  night, 
Then  the  men  that  come  after,  not  equal 

In  height,  but  more  spadons  in  span. 
Shall  combine  and  complete  in  the  seqnel 

Each  sublime  isolation :  and  msm, 
Grown  compacter,  shall  gather  together 

His  faculties,  full-grown  before 
Each  up  to  the  length  of  its  tether. 

But  scattered  and  single  of  yore. 
No  piling  on  Ossa  of  Pelion, 

Leaving  valleys  nneultured  and  lone : 
But  the  whole  world  in  high  perihelion. 

Breathing  light,  shall  set  broad  to  the  sun ! 
And  tor  this  I  praise  man,  at  his  lowest, 

Bwng  heir  to  heights  higher  than  his ; 
Por,  when  even  his  march  is  at  slowest. 

He  is  ever  beyond  what  be  is. 

"  The  Ibrra  of  the  shining  present. 
By  the  shado  of  the  past  controlled. 

As  the  curve  of  the  young  moon's  crescent 
Is  shapen  about  the  old. 

In  the  self-compleling  orb 
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Of  a  life,  that  in  its  own  light 
Doth  the  shade  of  itself  abeorb, 

Man  lifteth  through  time's  lone  night. 
In  the  present  his  future  he  feeleth, 

Fomieth  and  holdeth  it  fast, 
And  himself  to  himself  revealeCh 

Bimself  by  himself  surpaat. 

"Batseei  the  great  light  is  be^nning 
Up  yonder;  with  sharp  silver  thinning 

The  thick  niglit,  and  peeling  away 

The  black  shell  that  sbnt  down  the  day. 
Leave  we  here  on  the  high  promontory, 
That  is  toncht  at  the  tops  with  the  glory. 
Each  great  Form,  folded  fast  head  and  feet, 
And  swathed  in  the  aweet  yellow  wheat ; 

Best  befitting  Ibr  symbol  and  sign : 
Tor  man'B  first  need  is  merely  to  live. 

Bis  next  Co  m^e  mere  life  divine ; 

And  the  corn-crowned  Ceres  must  give 

The  first  gift  to  the  god-crownSd  shrine. 
With  the  hard  hand  that  backs  out  the  harvest 

From  the  solid  cesJatance  of  things. 
Poor  peasant,  a  portion  thou  earvest 

Of  ease  for  thy  sous  that  be  kings  I " 

By  this,  severe  cold  amber-colored  light 
Was  sharpening  the  dark  edges  of  the  sea  ; 
!Fron\  shadowy  sammits,  slowly  stnlea  iu  sight, 
Through  the  sdll  ^r  the  voice  came,  carolling  free : 

"  Come,  Sister,  come  down 

The  deep  meadows  unmown! 

Down,  Sister,  deeper  and  deeper  down. 
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Through  the  lone  bright  lands 
Not  ours,  whero  liaocls 
Happy  and  fair,  in  the  jeara'ni] shown 

Of  boy  and  of  maiden. 
Shall  our  sepulehreB  crown, 

Mower-deckod  and  eifHaden, 

■With  green  myrtle  coronals  oft. 

Light  let  VIS  stray 

Down  the  valleys  away. 

And  where  shadowE  ware  soft 

Through  dim  olive-woods,  algMng 

With  the  low  undortono 
Of  a  life  ever  flying, 
Ere   her  crownet   of  clew  the   pale   cistus    hath 
doiied. 
Leave  the  High  Ones  alone 

And  aloft,  fitly  lying 
In  the  light  that  lives  lonely  aloft. 
Down !  down  1 " 

Whereto,  with  mimic  echo,  from  a  cloud 
Brightening  upoo  the  impenetrahle  peak 
That  his  dim  head  in  heaven  did  highest  shroud, 
An  answering  voice  lai  off  came  feint  and  weak:  — 


And  deeper.  Sister,  ai 

I  come,  I  coma 

To  our  long-soaght  home  ! 
And,  lightly  stepping,  my  siep  unknown, 
Not  a  print,  as  we  pass,  ever  presses 

From  the  hlossoniing  grassES  below. 
We,  the  breath  of  the  mom  in  our  tresses. 

And  the  beam  of  the  morn  on  onr  brow  ! 
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Nevermore  to  the  fierce  wildomesses, 

And  the  hollow  rocka  heavy  with  snow. 
Nevermore  to  the  stonu-beaien  beaj^hea, 

Wboae  black  gulls  their  chafed  suites  chani 
Into  bleak  foam,  the  bitter  wind  bleachea. 
Shall  OUT  god-guided  footsteps  return  I 
Bnt  here,  at  the  last,  oar  life  reaches 
The  limit,  and  dropa  in  the  urn. 
And  passes  complele, 

At  the  touch  of  a  hand 

Whose  touching  is  sweet. 

To  a  sweetec  land." 


"  Wherefore  stir  not  a  straw 

JVom  the  sacred  Awe, 
And  the  mystic  Veil  neither  crush  cor  crease. 

But,  awake  itnd  aware. 

Hid  in  Delos,  there 
Leave  the  High  Gods  o'erlooking  their  hom^ 


"  Hush,  0  hush,  withiu  the  sense 
Of  their  own  wise  reticence. 
Thoughts  too  sweet  for  song  to  aing 
Even  where  none  be  listening  ! 
Breathe,  O  breathe,  do  sound  less  light 
Than  a  lizard's  startled  flight 
Through  the  leaves,  when  lovera  pass 
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O'er  the  silent  sammer  grass  I 
Lea™  the  dreaming  world  to  watsen. 

Wistful  of  the  mystio  nnmbers 
Of  the  music  that  hath  shaken 

With  prophetic  sound  its  slnmbers. 
Let  the  patient  Manj  fashion 

Into  common  nee  the  true 
Substance  of  the  solemn  passion 

Of  the  sodden-minded  Few. 
Stay  not,  singer  I  song  will  stay 

Where  who  sung  it  sings  no  more. 
Doubt  not,  doer !  love  wil3  paj 

Life's  deed  done  when  life  is  o'er. 
Haste !  away,  before  the  day 
Show  by  shadows  where  we  stray  1 
Violets  that  are  not  bowed 
By  the  ahadow  of  a  cloud 

Laden  with  midsummer  thunder ; 
Eyes  down-lidded  in  dim  sleep, 
"Neath  whose  flinges  dare  not  peep 

An^  dream  that  passetli  onder  ; 
Be,  0  eartli,  move  still  than  those, 
Where  our  uneeen  footstep  goes  I " 

And,  like  a  flock  of  swallows  on  swift  wing, 
Before  the  falling  of  the  rain  in  Spring, 
Light-wayering  o'er  a  whisperous  lowland  green ; 
That   suddenly,   tirom   none   knows   whence,   arf 

And  in  and  out  the  maze  of  thoii-  own  making 
Inextricably  wheel,  «id  wink,  and  find 
And  lose  themselres,  but  at  the  last,  forsaking 
Their  momentary  haunt,  do  leave  hohind 
In  the  gray  light  upon  the  grass  beneath 
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Not  any  shadow  ;  so  the  scattered  breath 
Of  those  melodious  voices,  here  and  there 
Along  the  desnltorj  morning  air 
Dispersing,  left  at  last  within  the  wind 
Not  even  0  wandering  echo,  as  it  ceased 
Against  the  starthng  stiliacss  of  the  east; 
Where  now  conspicuous,  hy  no  cloud  confined. 
But  Btero,  in  steadfast  skies,  with  serious  hght. 
Lay  bare  the  starless  forehead  of  the  Dawn. 
The  sparlcle  of  a  golden  sandal  ehined 
One  moment  on  the  niountwn  peak,     A  white 
And  vaporous  hem  of  eddying  vesture,  drawn 
Across  a  saflroa-colored  clilf  Smvi  sight 
Slowly,  leit  all  along  the  mountain  lawn. 
Among  the  tawny  grass  and  camomile, 
A  tremulous  streak,  soon  quenched  in  day's  strong 

smile. 
Of  waning  splendor.     Then  those  mariners  all 
Rose  up  amaied,  and  drew  out  of  the  deep 
The  hooked  anchor,  and  drove  out  to  sea 
Their  little  bark  beneath  a  shadowy  shore. 
But,  while  they  set  Hie  sail,  and  plied  the  oar, 
Pull-lighted  on  the  heavenly  mountain  wall 
Leaped  the  large  Sunrise,  and  all  round  shook  fre« 
His  flamy  wii^  :  when  lo  I  on  every  steep. 
Wrapt  with  the  auroral  vapor  nDlhng  high. 
An  augnst  image  stood,  majestical. 
With  lifted  arm,  iai'  off,  'twixt  earth  and  sky. 
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CRfESUS   AND   ADEASTUS. 


^^^OKTHNE    that  nalks  above  the  heads 

jf^^S    I  f!  e  roUiDK  clouds,  the  witless  deni- 

Ofmry  Nothing  by  Necess  ty 

Among  ihe  unsteady  Horn?  with  hooded  eye, 

Subiernent  to  a  wiU  not  I   is,  is  led  : 

A  id   as  she  I  asses   oft  upo  i  hia  head 

That  nndcmcath  h  aven  s  hollownefis,  dolh  stand 

Highe  t  (f  men  1  er  loose  mcertaiii  hand 

Lets  tail  the  iron  wedge  and  leaden  weight. 

CrcBsns,  the  lord  of  all  the  lydian  stale, 

Of  men  was  held  the  man  by  Fortune  best 

With  her  unheedful  blind  abundance  blest ; 

Because  all  winds  into  his  harbors  blew 

Opulent  eaXXs ;  because  his  sceptre  drew 

Ont  of  far  lands  a  msjesty  immense  ; 

Because  to  enrich  his  swol'ri  magnificence, 

The  homage  of  a  hundred  hills  was  rolled 

Upon  a  hundred  riyers  ;  because  gold 

And  glory  made  him  singular  in  the  smile 

0'  the  seldom-smiling  world  a  little  while. 

To  him,  in  secret  vision,  at  the  deep 

Of  night,  what  time  Fate  walks  awake  through 
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The  gods  revealed  that,  in  tho  cotnfeg  on 

Of  times  to  be,  Alys,  his  faeat-lovetl  aoQ, 

TTntimelj,  in  the  unripe  putting  forth 

Of  liis  gi'een  years,  and  blossom-promised  worth, 

B/  an  Iron  d^t  must  perish. 

Then  the  king, 
Long  while  within  hiiaaelf  considering 
The  dreadful  import  of  the  dream,  — in  fear 
Lest  any  iron  javelin,  lanca,  or  spear, 
Lelt  to  the  clutch  of  clumsy  Chance,  should  fall 
On  Atjs,  — gare  coramajid  to  gather  all 
Such  weapons  out  of  reach  of  him  he  loved. 
Safe  in  a.  secret  chamber  far  removed. 
And,  — that  the  rocnaceil  prince  no  more  should 

His  wont  i'  the  woods,  with  baying  dogs  to  break 
The  rough  boar's  ambnsh,  nor  the  lion  wound, 
Hor  flying  stag,  with  dexterous  darts,  —  he  found. 
And  wired  to  Atys,  the  most  beantifiil 
Of  Lydiaa  women  :  lovelier  than  the  lull 
Of  summer  eves  in  lands  where  Summer  fills 
With  slumbrous  light  the  slopes  of  snowj  hills 
Flusht  by  a  fleeting  sun.     So  lair  was  she 
Whose  elasp^  aima  should  gentle  jailers  ba 
To  Crcesus'  chie&st  treasure. 

The  king  m 

But  while  the  nuptial  feast,  at  'mid  of  mirth, 

O'erflowed  with  festival  the  golden  girth 

Of  the  king's  palace,  —  while,  with  fold  on  ibid 

Of  full  delight,  the  mellow  music  rolled 

From  Lydiao  harps  a  heaving  heaven  of  sound 

In  the  gorge^ius  galleries,  and  garlands  crowned 
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Warm  faces  in  a  mist  of  odora  rare,  — 

There  came  liefore  the  king  at  unaware 

A  stranger  from  beyond  the  storm-beat  sea : 

A  man  parsued  by  pale  Calamity, 

With  hands  polluted ;  on  wbose  countenanca 

Was  fixed  tie  shadow  of  foregone  mischance. 

Hie  alow  steps  up  the  hymeneal  hall 

Struct  sounds  that  sent  deep  silence  on  through  all 

That  swarming  reyel.     Music's  broken  wing 

Fluttered  and  strove  against  the   checked   harp 

And  he  that  poured  stood,  holding  half-way  up 
The  two-eared  pitcher  o'er  the  leaf-twined  cup. 
While  the  wine  wasted :  he  that  served  leaned,  o'er 
The  savorouB  fnmes  of  aoice-spicM  boar, 
With  trencher   tilled :   thej   whose    limba    were 

dropped 
At  ease  on  purple  benches,  elbow-propped. 
Half  rose,  and,  slaoping  forward,  shocked  awry 
From  jostled  brows,  sloped  one  way  suddenly, 
Their  slanted  crowns,  blae-bossed  with  violet. 
Or  dropping  roses ;  each  with  eyes  wide-set 
In  unintelligent  wonder  on  the  wan 
And  melancholy  image  of  that  man. 
He,    moTiitg   through   the    amazement    that  he 

caused, 
Approached,  osibid,  the  throne  of  Crcesus ;  paused. 
And  there,   with  groans    from    inmost   anguish 

brought. 
The  hospitable-hearted  king  hcsougbt 
His  hands  by  the  Lydian  ritB  to  purify 
From  taint  of  blood. 

To  whom,  when  presently 
He  had  his  asking  granted,  Crtesua  aaid  ; 
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"  Whence  art  thou,  stranger  ?  and  whose  blood 

hast  shed, 
That  doth  so  fiercely  clamoi'  at  tlie  poreh 
Of  Heaven's  high  halU  1     What  burning  wrong 

doth  acorch 
Sweet  rest  from  out  the  record  of  tby  days  1 " 

To  whom  that  other : 

"But  that  Judgment  lays 
Foundations  deeper  than  Oblivion, 
I  would  my  shadow  from  beneath  the  sun 
Had  passed  forever  ;  being  the  most  fbrlom 
Of  meul     A  Phrygian  I,  and  rojal-boru  ; 
The  son  of  Gordius,  son  of  Midas ;  who. 
Ill-starred !  unwittingly  my  brother  slew. 
For  this,  my  father  from  his  much-loved  face. 
And  all  the  happy  dwellings  of  my  race, 
Me  into  wide  and  wanderiag  exile  drave  ; 
Whence,  flying  on  the  salt  whita*dg^d  wave. 
Cast  out  from  comfort  unto  stars  unknown. 
My  hollow  ship,  before  the  north  wind  blown, 
Fate  to  these  shores  dicet'ted  ;  where  I  stand 
A  friendless  man,  aea-flung  on  foreign  land. 
In   thus   much   learn,   O   king,   from   whence   I 

And  what  I  am.     Admatus  Is  my  name." 

The  monarch  smiled  upon  him,  and  replied ; 

•'  Thy  friends  are  oura  :  thy  land  to  ours  allied  : 
If  not  with  kindred,  here  with  kind,  thou  art. 
A  tVowoing  fate  to  bear  with  smiling  heart 
1b  higheat  wisdom.     In  our  court  rem^n. 
Cease  to  ho  sad.     Nor  tempt  the  seas  agaiQ." 
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So  in  the  Lydian  court  Adrastus  stayed, 
Eftting  llie  bi'ead  of  CriBsas  :  and  obeyed 
The  kindly  king,  weil-plensed  to  roam  no  mote. 

Now,  at  that  lime,  a  horrible  wild  boar. 
By  hunger  driveo  from  his  lair,  below 
The  dells  dark-leav^,  lit  with  golden  enow. 
Where  MjsiKn  OlympuB  meets  the  morn, 
Made  ravage  in  the  land ;  despoiled  the  com. 
The  feeder  vine  in  many  a  vineyard  tore. 
Each  saplit^  sallow  oLive  woanded  sore, 
And  oft,  about  the  little  hilly  towns 
And  stony  hamlets,  where  high  yellow  downs 
Pasture,  among  cold  clonds,  the  mountain  goat 
That  waodecB  wild  fi-ora  wattled  told  remote. 
His  fierce  blood-dripping  tusk  foal  mischief  wrought. 
For  this,  the  sorely-injured  Mysians  sought 
At  many  times  the  ruinous  beast  to  slay ; 
Bnt  never  yet  at  any  time  could  they 
Come  nigh  him  to  his  hurt.     For  he,  indeed. 
Slew  many  of  them,  and  the  rest  had  need 
Of  nimble  feet  in  feaifnl  flight  to  find 
Unworthy  safety.     Thus  was  vuin  joined 
To  ruin. 

Therefore,  unto  Crcesus  now 
They  sent  an  embassage ;  that  he  should  know 
The  damage  done  them  by  this  savage  thing ; 
Entreating  much,  moreover,  that  the  king, 
With  certain  of  the  I-ydian  youths,  wonid  send 
Atys,  the  prince,  to  help  them  make  an  end. 
For  of  all  noble  joutha  in  Lydian  bound 
Atys  the  most  high-couraged  was  cenowned, 
Nor  matched  in  martial  vigor. 

Crtesus  then. 
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Ye  shall  not  haye  hitn.     Think  no  more  upon 
That  matter.     For,  indeed,  the  crescent  light 
That  was  newhorn  to  gild  bis  nuptial  night 
la  yet  the  unfinished  circlet  of  a  moon. 
And  shall  a  husband  leave  a  wife  so  soon, 
Ere  ihe  first  epoueal  month  ha  sped,  to  lie 
On  hill-tops  hare,  beneath  the  naked  sky, 
Neglecting  wedlock  young',  and  the  sweet  due 
Of  marriage  pillows,  Mysians,  for  yon  ^ 
But  since  (touching  all  else)  we  love  you  well 
And  fiun  wonld  see  the  huge  beast  horrible. 
That  hath  such  haroc  made  of  yoor  fkir  land, 
Deffeated,  wa  will  send  a  chosen  band 
Of  our  best  valora ;  men  that  shall  not  miss 
What  is  to  do.     Be  je  content  with  this." 

But,  when  the  Mysiana  wero  therewith  content. 
The  son  of  Cricaus,  hearing  thoso  tliinga,  wont 
To  Crcesus,  and  said  to  him  ; 

"  lu  dme  past. 
Father,  or  in  the  ebasc,  or  war,  thou  wast 
The  first  to  wish  me  famous ;  who  dost  now 
To  me  forbid  the  javelin  and  the  bow. 
WTiereforo  t     For  yet  I  deem  that  thou  hast  nol 
111  me  detected  any  taJot  or  spot 
or  fear,  dishonoring  one  to  honor  born. 
Tet  tliink  how  all  men  from  henceforth  must  sco 
Thy  son,  whom,  being  thy  son,  they  should  rovra 
In  him  revering  thee,  when  1  appear 
Among  thom  in  the  sgora  :  I  alone 
Of  all  men  missing  honor  to  be  won 
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Prom  this  iidveiitura !     Far  vhsi  Eorl  of  a  mitn 
To  tbo  coarse  gooerai  (that  is  quick  to  bchq 
Faults  ilk  Buperior  natures)  shall  I  seem  % 
Or  what  to  my  fair  wife  t     How  shall  she  deem 
Henceforth  of  him,  who  in  her  white  arms  lay 
No  less  than  ss  a  god  hot  yestoiday  ? 
Wherefore,  lest  I  some  memorable  deed 
Now  miss  to  do,  I  pray  thy  leave  to  lead 
The  honorable  ardors  of  this  chase. 
True  xa  laj  noble  name  and  princely  place ; 
Or,  this  denied,  voaehsafe,  at  least,  to  say 
For  what  jast  cause  I  must  remain  away. 
Since  I,  in  all  things,  would  my  heart  convince 
The  king  must  needs  be  wiser  than  the  prince." 

But  Crcesus,  weepiog,  aoswered : 

'•  Not,  my  son. 
Because  in  thee  aught  unbecoming  doae 
I>ispleased  me,  ooc  without  sad  reason  just. 
And  strict  constraint  to  do  what  needs  I  mnnt 
(Not  what  I  would,  if  what  I  would  might  be  I) 
Have  I  thus  aetetl.     For  there  came  to  me 
A  vision  from  the  gods,  upon  my  bed, 
Id  the  deep  middle  of  the  night,  which  said 
That  in  the  days  at  luind,  an  iron  dart 
Tbee  from  my  love,  and  from  thy  life,  must  part 
For  this,  thy  marriage  have  I  liastened  on : 
Tbat,  with  occasion  dne,  thou  shouldst,  my  son. 
Awhile  witiihold  thee  from  thy  wont  to  seek 
The  haunts  of  hons,  or  with  doga  to  break 
The  rough  boar's  ambush  in  the  rooty  earth, 
But  rest,  companioned,  by  the  pillared  hearth. 
To  one  new- wedded  a  befitting  place  : 
For  this,  did  I  fovtid  thee  lo  rfie  chaao ; 
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And  his  GOQ  answered : 

"  Wiaely,  since  the  dream 
Camo  Ctonx  the  all-wise  gods,  as  I  must  deem, 
Wissly,  dear  head,  and  kindly,  hast  thou  done  j 
Thus,  with  foreihoughted  care,  w  hoid  tUy  son 
Biicfc  Crora  the  far-seen  coming  of  the  wave 
Of  Fate,  —  if  him  forethoughwd  caie  coiihl  save ! 
But  I,  indeed,  as  touching  this  same  cliase. 
Can  sea  no  causa  for  ftar.     In  every  place 
Dcatl\'3  footsteps  fall.     Nor  triple-bolted  gate. 
Nor  brawn  wall,  can  shut  from  man  his  tato. 
Yet,  had  the  vision  prophesied  to  rae 
That,  or  by  looth,  or  tusk,  my  death  should  bn, 
I  bad  been  weli  content  to  stay  aC  home ; 
Leaving  the  coming  hour,  at  least  to  coma 
By  me  not  rashly  met  ia  middle  way. 
But  since  't  was  said  an  iron  dart  must  slay 
Me,  to  black  death  appointed,  I  might  fear 
An  iron  dart  as  well,  though  staying  here. 
As  there,  iu  open  field,  among  my  friends. 
For  who  can  lock  liis  iife  up  at  all  ends 
From  oharm^  Chance,  that  walks  invisibly 
Among^  us,  to  elnde  the  dragon  eye 
Of  Pofloy,  and  the  stretched  hand  of  Care  ? 
Wherefore,  I  pray  thee  yet  that  I  may  share 
What  honor  from  this  hunt  is  to  be  won, 
Before  death  find  me.     Since  a  man  may  shun 
Honor,  yet  shunniiig  honor  all  he  can, 
He  shuns  not  Death,  wMch  finds  out  every  man." 

Then  CccesHs,  overMmo,  not  .satisfied, 
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From  under  moistened  eyelids,  doubtful,  eyed 
The  impatienc  flashing  in  the  brightened  cheek 
Of  Atya.     And,  because  his  heart  was  weak 
From  its  vague  tears  to  shape  foundation  fast 
For  judgment,  "  Since,  my  son,"  he  sighed  at  last, 
"My  mind,  though  unconvinced,  thy  words  have 

shaked. 
Do  as  thou  wilt." 

But,  lilte  a  man  ncw-wnked 
Prom  evil  dreams,  who  longs  for  nny  light 
To  break  the  no-moi'e-tulerable  night. 
Soon  aa,  ftr  off  in  tlie  paiple  corridor. 
The  sfCndal.  clicking  on  the  marble  floor 
Ceased  to  be  heard,  and  he  was  all  alone, 
And  know  that  Atys  to  the  chase  was  gone. 
He  started  up  in  a  great  discontent 
Of  his  own  thoughts,  and  for  Adcaalus  sent. 
To  whom  the  monarch  thus  his  mind  espressod : 

"  Adrastus,  since,  not  only  as  my  guest 

But  aa  my  friond,  thou  hast  to  roe  been  dear. 

If  aught  of  natural  piety,  and  the  fear 

Of  Zena,  whom  I  by  hospitable  rit«s 

Have  honored,  honoring  thee,  thy  heart  delights 

To  harbor,  heed  thou  well  my  words.     For  I, 

When  thou,  pursued  by  pale  Calamity, 

Didst  come  beibre  mo,  thee,  upbraiding  not. 

Did  purify,  and,  as  a  man  no  spot 

Of  blood  attainted,  to  ray  hearth  received. 

And  there  with  ministering  hand  relieved. 

Now,  therefore,  follow  to  the  chase  my  son, 

Nor  leave  him  ever  till  the  chsae  be  done ; 

His  guardian  be;  prevent  him  in  the  way, 

And  let  no  skulking  villain  lurk  to  slay 
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Tlie  son  of  htm  that  hath  befriended  thee. 
Moreovei',  for  thine  own.  Bake,  ihoa  ahouldst  ho 
Of  this  adveatnre ;  so,  to  signalize 
A  nohle  name  by  feats  of  fair  emprise ; 
Since  thy  fore&thers  of  such  feats  had  praise, 
And  thou  art  in  the  vigor  of  thy  daja." 


"  Pov  no  cause  bat  this 
(Since  Crcesos'  wish  unto  Adrnstus  is 
Sacred  as  law  delivered  from  above) 
lu  this  adventure  had  I  sought  to  move. 
For  't  is  not  fit  that  such  a  man  as  I, 
Under  the  eliadow  of  adversity. 
Should  with  hia  prosperous  compeers  resort ; 
And,  not  desiring  this,  from  martial  sport 
Among  the  Ljdian  youths,  with  spear  or  bow, 
I  have  till  HOW  withheld  myself.     But  now. 
Since  I  am  bid  by  him  I  must  obey, 
Bound  to  requite  in  whatsoe'er  I  may 
EindneBS  received,  this  chase  I  will  not  shtin. 
Thou,  therefore,  teat  assnred  thy  royal  son. 
Dear  paramount,  so  far  as  lies  in  me. 
His  guardian,  shall  unharmed  return  to  thee." 

Meanwhile,  the  huntsmen  had  with  leathern  thongs 

The  lean  hounds  leashed,  and  ail  that  fair  belongs 

To  royal  chase  appointed,  as  was  fit; 

With  pions  ritea  around  the  altar,  lit 

To  solemn  Cjbele,  at  whose  great  shrines 

On  wooded  Ida,  'raid  the  windy  pines. 

Or  Tmolus,  oft  the  Sardian,  to  invoke 

The  mighty  Mother,  bade  the  black  sheep  amoJie ; 

And  Arlcmis,  the  silver-ctescenied. 
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Adoring  ivhoni,  a  white  kid's  blood  was  atcd. 
And  crowns  of  scarlet  poppies,  intermixed 
With  diiianj,  among  tlio  columns  fixed, 
Or  hnng,  fresli-gatliered,  the  liigh  stones  upon. 

And  now  the  Ljdian  yonUis  (with  whom  the  son 
Of  Crcesus  and  the  Phrygian  Etranger)  blew 
The  brazen  bugles,  till  the  drops  of  dew 
Danced  in  the  dvoway  hollows  of  the  wood ; 
And  the  unseen  things  that  haunt  by  ftill  and  flood, 
RouBBd  by  the  claog^ng  echoes  out  of  rest. 
Shouted  from  misty  lands,  and,  trampling,  pressed 
Throagh  glimmering  intervals  of  greenness  cold, 
To  hang  in  flying  laughters  manifold 
Upon  the  march  of  that  blithe  company ; 
Great-hearted  hunters  all,  with  quivered  thigh. 
And  spear  on  shoulder  propped,  in  buskins  brown 
Brushing  the  honey-mea!  and  yellow  down 
From   the   high-flowering  weed,  whilst,  in  their 

The  great  drums  throbbed  low  thunder,  and  the 

Short-sonnding  cymbals  sung ;  until  they  come 
To  large  Olympus,  where  the  amber  flame 
Of  morn,  new-risen,  was  spreaded  broad,  and  still- 
There,  for  the  ruinous  beast  they  searched,  until 
They  fbund  him,  with  iJie  dew  upon  his  flank. 
Couched  in  a  hollow  cold,  beneath  the  dank 
lioots  of  a  Allien  oak,  thick-roofild,  dim. 
And,  having  narrowly  encircled  him. 
They  hurled  their  javelins  at  him.     With  the  rest 
That  stranger  (he  that  was  King  Crcesus'  guest. 
The  Phrj'gian,  named  AiIrastuB,  pnrified 
Of  murder  by  the  monarch),  when  he  spied 
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The  monster,  by  the  dogs'  tenadoos  bite 
And  smart  of  clinging  steel,  now  maddened  quite, 
Maldng  towards  I)im,  —  liurled  ag^tist  the  boat: 
Wliich,  missing,  by  mischance  he  wonndod  sore 
Atya  ;  through  whose  ga^had  body,  with  a  gronn 
The  quick  life  rushed. 

Thna  fates.  In.  vain  foreknown. 
Were  snfldenly  accomplished.     For  those  Powers 
That  spin,  and  snap,  the  threads  of  mortal  hours. 
Had  willed  that  Crossas  nevermore  shouMhear 
The  voice  of  Atjs ;  onto  him  more  dear 
Than  fondest  e^o  to  forlornest  hill 
In  lonesome  lands,  more  sweet  than  sweetest  rill. 
Through  shadowy  moantain  meadows  murmuring 

To  panting  herds  ;  nor  evermore  behold 

The  face  of  Atys ;  unto  him  more  fair 

Thnn  mellow  sunlight  and  the  summer  air 

To  sick  men  waking  healed.     How,  thevefoce,  one. 

Having  beheld  the  fote  of  the  king's  son. 

Fled  bock  to  Sardis,  and  to  Crcesus  said 

What  he  bad  seen :  —  how  that  a  javelin,  sped 

By  that  ill-fated  hand,  to  nothing  good 

Predestined,  from  the  blot  of  brother's  blood 

By  Grtesns  purified,  yet  ail  in  vain. 

Since  still  to  bloodshed  doomed,  —  had  Atya  shiin, 

Fulfilling  fates  predicted. 

CrcBsns  then. 
Believing  that  he  was  of  living  men 
Most  miserable,  who  had  purified. 
Himself,  the  hand  by  second  slanghter  dyed 
In  the  dear  blood  of  his  much-mourned-for  son 
(Since  by  his  own  deed  was  he  now  undone) 
tipliftcd  hands  W  Heaven,  and  vengoiince  claimed 
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Of  ZeuB,  the  Expiator ;  whom  he  named 
By  douMa  title,  to  make  doubly  strong 
A  twofold  enrae  upon  a  twofold  wrong  : 
As  God  of  Hospitality,  —  since  he 
That  was  hie  guest  had  pravad  his  enemy ; 
As  God  of  Private  rrienilship,  —  siiice  the  man 
That  slew  his  son  wss  his  son's  guardian, 
To  whom  himself  Elie  sacred  charge  did  give. 

Therefore  he  prayed,  "  Let  not  Adrastas  live !  " 

But,  while  he  prayed,  a  noise  of  mourning  rose 
Among  the  ilinty  conns :  and,  followed  close 
Out  of  ^te  narrow  streets  by  a  dense  throng 
Of  people  weeping,  slowly  moved  along 
The  Lydiaa  hunters  bearing  up  the  bier 
Of  Atys,  strewn  with  branches ;  in  whose  rear, 
Down-headed,  as  a  man  that  bears  tlie  weight 
Of  some  enormous  and  excessive  fete. 
The  slayer  wftlked. 

Tnll  slowly  had  they  come. 
With  steps  that  ever  slackened  nearer  home. 
And  heavier  evermore  thrar  burden  seemed, 
As  ever  longer  round  their  footsteps  streamed 
The  woful  crowd ;  and  evermore  they  thought 
Sadlier  on  him  to  whom  lliey  sadly  brought 
His  hope  in  ruins.     When  they  rssiched  the  gate 
The  western   sky  was  all  on  flame.      Sti-etchod 

straight 
Through  a  thick  amber  haze  Adrastas  saw. 
As  in  a  trance  of  supernatural  awe, 
The  high  slant  street ;  that  lengthened  on,  and  on. 
And  up,  and  up,  undl  it  touched  the  sun. 
And  there  fell  off  into  a  field  of  flame. 
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He  knew  that  he  whs  bearing  his  last  shame ; 
And  all  tho  men  and  women,  swarming  dim 
Along  the  misty  light,  were  made  to  him 
Shadows,  and  thioga  of  air,  fbr  all  his  mind 
Was  pasBSd  beyond  them.     So,  with  heart  resigned 
To  its  sorpassing  sorrow,  he  bowed  down 
His  beitd,  and  followed  up  tlie  colnmned  town 
The  bier  of  Atys,  without  any  care 
Of  what  might  come  :  because  Eupreroe  despair 
Had  taken  out  the  substance  from  the  show 
Of  the  world's  bosiness,  and  his  thoughts  were  now 
In  a  great  silence,  which  no  mortal  speech. 
Kind  or  unkind,  might  any  longer  reach. 
Meanwhile,  with  melancholy  footsteps  slow. 
Slow  footsteps  hindered  by  the  general  woe, 
Those  hunlflrs  monnt  tho  murmurous  mariile  stair 
To  the  king's  palace. 

He  himeelf  slood  there 
To  moot  thom ;  knowing  why  they  came ;  with 

Impatiently  defiant  of  surprise. 
Bnl,  when  they  set  their  burden  down  before 
The  father  of  him  murdered  whom  they  hore  ; 
And,  when  the  inwai'd-moaning  monarch  £ung 
His  body  on  the  brauche'd  bier,  —  there  hung 
With  mnrmurings  meaningless,  and  dabbled  vest 
Soaked  in  the  dear  blood  sobbing  from  the  breast 
Of  his  slain  son,  — there,  dragged  along  the  flint 
His  bruised  knees ;  and  crushed,  beneath  the  print 
Of  passionate  lips,  groans  choked  in  kisses  close. 
Poured  idly  on  those  eyelids  meek,  and  those 
While  lips  that  aye  such  cruel  coldness  kept, 
For  all  the  hot  love  on  them  kist  and  wept ; 
And  when  the  miserable  wife,  whom  now 
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Tho  sudden  Irabbnb  fvom  the  courts  below 

Had  pierted  (o,  through  the  Ewifllj-empdcd  liousc, 

Plew  forth,  and,   kneeling  o'er   Ucr   slauglitered 

spouse. 
Beat  with  wild  hands  her  breast,  and  tore  her  hair, 
And  cried  ont^  "  Where,  you  unjnst  gods,  0  where, 
Between  the  stubborn  earth  and  sl«Iid  Ay, 
Was  found  the  fedt  of  my  felicity  ? 
That  such  a  cruel  deed  should  have  been  done 
Under  high  heaven,  benea:th  the  pleasant  sun  I  " 
Then  he,  that  waa  the  eause  of  that  wide  woe, 
Came  tbrth  before  the  corpse,  and,  kneeling  low. 
Stretched  out  sad  hands  to  Crcosus ;  upon  whom 
He  called,  to  execute  the  righteons  doom 
Of  death  on  him,  deserving  life  no  more. 

When,  therefore,  Citesus  heard  this,  he  forbore 
To  groan  against  the  edge  of  his  own  fi^ ; 
But  judged  most  miserable  tJiat  man's  state 
Who,  evil  meaning  not,  had  evil  done,  — 
First  having  slain  his  brother,  then  the  son 
Of  him  that  gave  him  hospitality. 
So,  letting  sink  a  slowly-sottened  eye 
To  settle  on  Adrastus,  who  yet  knelt 
Before  him,  his  hard  thonghts  began  to  melt. 
And  ho  was  moved  in  mitid  to  l«lerate 
The  greatness  of  hia  grief ;  which,  being  less  great 
Than  his  lliat  caused  it,  stood  in  check,  to  make 
This  tolerable,  too. 

Sadly  he  spake  ; 
"  To  me,"  he  said,  "  thon  hast  requital  made, 
Most  miserable  man !  on  thine  own  head 
Invoking  death.     Wherefore,  I  doom  thee  not. 
Nor  deem  thy  hand  hath  this  disastrous  lot 
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That  long  ago  foreshadowed  tliis  worst  hour, 
Hath  thus  compelled  it  to  us.     Some  veiled  Power 
WaJtis  in  our  midst,  and  moves  us  to  strange  onili>. 
Our  wills  are  Hearen's,  and  we  wha;  Heairen 

intends." 
Then  Crcesus  caused  to  be  upheaved  foursquare 
A  moant  of  milk-white  marble ;  and  did  there 
In  Crophied  urn  iJie  holy  ashes  heap 
Of  !iis  loved  Atys,     And,  that  fame  should  keep 
Unperished  all  the  prince's  eaily  glory. 
Large  tablets  wrought  he,  rough  with  this  sad  story. 

But  when  the  solemn.footed  funeral, 

With  martial  music,  li'om  Che  marble  wall 

Flowed  otF,  and  fell  asunder  in  far  fields ; 

And  silenced  was  tlie  clang  of  jostling  shields. 

And  the  sonoroos-throated  trumpet  mute. 

And  muta  the  shrill-voiced  melancholy  flule ; 

What  time  Orion  in  the  west  began 

Over  the  thin  edge  of  the  ocean 

To  set  a  shining  foot,  and  dark  night  fell ; 

Then,  judging  life  to  be  intolerable, 

The  son  of  Gordius  sharply  made  short  end 

Of  long  mischance  ;  and,  (kiting  death  his  friend. 

He,  self-condemned  io  darkness,  in  the  gloom 

And  stillness,  slew  himself  upon  the  l«mb. 

This  to  AdraEtus  was  the  end  of  tears. 

But  CrtcsuB  mourned  for  Atys  roany  yeoi-s. 
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GYGES    AND   CANDAULES. 


^^^^1  FOB  the  lute  whereon  Apollo  played 
ffi^^^S       At  Lova'e  own  innrriage  1  or  the  ec- 

»^^^iil  That  ransomed  thy  wo-soon-i-ecapturod 
shade, 
Renowned  Eurydica,  from  Hell's  hard  king ! 
O  for  one  warbled  strain  of  those  that  made 

Ulysses  long  lo  leare  his  voyaging, 
That  in  my  song  might  now  be  felt  and  seen 
The  beanty  rare  of  liing  Candaules'  Queen  1 


Id  old  Mceonian  Lydia,  lord  of  all 

Between  the  blue  sea-floors  and  snowy  brows 
Of  andent  Tmolns,  where,  by  many  a  wall 

Red  with  the  bloom  of  ripe  pomegranate  bongha. 
From  bridge  to  bridge,  the  Golden  Tide  did  fall 

Through  silken  Sardis,  with  his  bright-haired 
spouse 
Dwelt  that  soft  monarch,  slave  M  her  sweet  eyes, 
In  gardens  green  'neath  costly  canopies. 


lor.;:,.  Google 


GYGSS  AND   CANDAULES. 

That  he  no  longer  lived  save  in  the  life 
Which  her  full-flowing  loveliness  did  poor 

On  hie  dim  passion  :  all  his  thoughts  were  rife 
With  her  red  kisses ;  ever  he  forbore 

State  business,  and  let  all  things  fall  asleep 

That  he  might  dream,  and  dream,  of  beauty  dc 


There  was  no  sweetness  under  the  sweet  sky 
That  to  the  haart-sick  kiug  was  half  so  swoot 

As  all  the  languorous  summer  days  to  !ie, 
Faint  as  a  faUen  rose-leaf,  at  hor  feet ; 

To  loose  his  spirit  o'er  her  in  a  aigh  ; 

And  feel,  like  sunny  light  and  odoroos  hent, 

The  bounteous  infliience  of  hov  looks  and  lips. 

And  touchings  fine  of  her  faint  finger-tips. 


And  he  would  hreat  fram  solemn  council  hall. 
To  breathe  within  the  comfort  of  her  fece ; 

And  he  would  steal  from  flaring  festival, 
To  sit  witiiia  her  smile  in  private  place ; 

And  oit,  in  midst  of  grave  discourse  would  fall 
To  musing  mote  upon  her  malchlesB  grace. 

Then  hur!  wUd  words  of  pnssioQ  into  air. 

Vaunting  het  perfect  limbs  and  Inatrous  bdr. 


But  oftenest  he  with  Gyges  would  discuss 
Her  unimaginable  excellence ; 

—  Gyges,  his  friend,  the  son  of  Dascylus 
A  man  in  honor,  and  of  soberest  sense 
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To  disapprove  the  over-garrnlous 

lU-counselled  king ;  whom  he,  with  deference, 
Rebuked  not  seldom,  pacing  pleasBiit  hours 
Among  the  palace  halls  and  garden  bowers. 


Yet  this  Candanles,  in  his  foolishness, 
(Mad  as  B  man  foredoomed  to  misery  1) 

Was  angered  that  his  friend  shonld  aye  repress. 
With  slant  cold  speech,  his  fervid  ecstasy. 

And  once  he  said,  "  But  you  would  wonder  less. 
Since  man's  ear  is  less  crednlous  than  his  eye, 

That  I  so  boast  Ihe  beauty  of  my  Que 

If  yoa  her  unrobed  w' "' 


But  Gyges  cried  ;  "Forbid  it,  gods  on  high. 
That  I  should  see  a  sight  to  shame  my  king  I 

For  woman's  robe  is  woman's  modesty. 
Surely,  a  man  should  oniy  heed  the  thing 

Which  only  him  concerns.     And  therefore  I, 
That  wonld  my  Qneen  to  no  dishonor  briog. 

This  wisdom  from  the  words  of  sages  spell : 

'  Let  no  man  wish  what  is  to  no  man  well.' " 


This  Ojges  answered;  and  forevermore. 
Fearing  lest  harm  unto  himself  should  be. 

The  foolish  king  with  cautjous  words  forbore ; 
But  evermore  the  foolish  king,  for  he 

Was  as  a  man  tlie  Nymphs  Imve  frenzied,  swore 
That  his  too-much-mi stiusting  friend  should  see 

The  thing  he  wonld  not.     Therefore  he  replied; 

"  Have  thou  no  feai'  lest  mischief  hence  betide. 
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"  Her  shalt  thou  see,  thyself  by  her  unseen ; 

For  in  the  pnrple  draperies  of  the  door. 
By  night,  what  time  the  unsuspecting  queen 

Lone,  as  her  wont  is  when  our  cups  flow  o'e 
Moves  to  the  nupdal  couch,  behind  the  screen 

Of  broidered  Tyrian  that  is  drawn  before 
The  inner  porfd,  Ihon,  close-hid,  shall  see 
Her  smooth-limbed  beauty  breathing  bai'e  to  tb 


"Fast  by  the  roja!  conch  forever  stands. 
Under  a  silver  lamp,  a  golden  chdr ; 

And,  ivhon  she  comes,  she  with  her  own  white  hands 
Lays  down  her  light  of  gorgeous  garments  thei'e ; 

And  smoothly  slips  Ihim  out  their  jewelled  bands 
Her  lustious  shoulders ;  and  beams  shining  fair 

In  the  amazed  mirror,  ere  is  slid 

Her  snowy  sweetness  'neath  the  coverlid." 


Then  G-^^s,  when  be  fbund  not  any  way 
The  monarch's  mad  design  to  set  aside. 

With  groaning  heart  ptepaied  him  to  obey. 

Though  onraing  deep  his  king's  unkingly  pride. 

And,  when  night  came,  from  out  the  banquet  tbey 
With  gnilty  steps,  like  stealthy  ghosts,  did  glide 

Through  wondering  chamhers  dim  with  woven  dyes, 

And  listening  lengths  of  empty  galleries. 
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The  king  himself  did  Gjgas  c)ose  conceal, 
And  hajiie  him  watch  behind  the  golden  chair 

"Whereby  the  qneen  her  Ijeaulj  shonld  reveal. 
Then  to  the  baoquet  back,  without  a  eare. 

Went  King  Candaales,  pleased  with  folly  done; 

And  Gjgea  with  his  thonghis  was  left  alone. 


And  first  self-scorn  shiiC  all  his  sullen  sense 
Within  himself :  but  soon  the  odors  sweet, 

Streamed  from  the  misty  lamps,  and  that  inti 
Rich-scented  silence,  seeming  \o  ^aScwA 

Some  sound  to  ease  its  sumptuous  somnoleno 
Lured  oat  hie  thoughts,  and  made  his  pulsei 

With  wondraus  espectation.     The  dim  place 

Seemed  aching  to  be  fiil«d  up  by  her  face. 


Meanwhile,  the  music  oat  of  distant  halls 

Hummed  like  the  inland  sound  of  hid  sea-shores. 

And  ghostly  laughters  lapsed  at  intervals 
Along  the  fainMit,  cold-walled  corridors  j 

And  portals  oped  and  shut,  and  then  footj'alls 
That  wandered  near,  and,  over  other  floors 

To  othei"  silence,  wandered  off  again. 

Kept  up  continual  throbbing  in  his  brain. 


At  length,  deep-down  the  opposing  gallery, 

Prom  out  the  long-drawn  darkness  flashed  a  light ; 

And,  peering  from  his  porple  privacy, 

He  spied,  with  red  gold  bound  and  robed  in  white, 
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Sole  afi  the  first  etar  in  a  sleepy  sky, 

That,  while  men  watch  it,  grows  more  larj 
aod  bright. 
The  slow  queen  sweeping  down  the  Ineid  floor ; 
Aod  in  her  hand  a  silver  lamp  she  bore. 


Before  her,  corning,  floated  a,  faint  fear 
Into  his  heart  who  watched  her  w' ' 

Swan-aoft  along  the  lamp-lit  marble  clear. 
And,  lingering  o'er  her  in  the  beams  above. 

The  winged  and  folded  shadow  shift  and  veer. 
Her  airy  follower,  franght  with  fretful  Jove. 

Through  all  his  shaken  senses  rose  vague  heat 

From  the  sweet  sounding  of  her  sandalled  feet. 


Anon,  she  entered,  and  her  lamp  down-laid 
By  the  smooth-metalled  mirror ;  and  awhile 

Stood,  slanting  low  the  glory  of  her  head. 
And  dipped  her  full  face  in  its  own  warm  smile ; 

Then  looked  she  sidelong  through  one  loosened 

Of  her  rich  hair,  as  though  she  would  beguile 
Some  lore-sick  spirit  on  the  air  to  1  nger 
Twining  a  gold  curl  round  her  f,  ow  ng  finger 


But  soon  she  all  that  twisted  gold  o  t  hook 
Til!  over  either  shining  should  r  strea    ed 

The  sudden  splendor ;  and  began  to  nhook 
From  those  while  slopes  the  b    kl  1  ge 
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Deep  in  the  mirror's  kindling  dark,  which  Wolt 

Het  mellow  image  K>  itself,  and  gleamed 
With  soft  snvpriaes,  and  grew  bright  and  worm 
With  the  delicious  phantom  of  her  foim. 


Her  Gjgea  watched,  as  one  that  helpless  hears 
The  cataract  call  him  downward.  His  heart  made 

Sueh  passionate  pealing  in  his  fluttered  ears. 
That  by  his  fear  he  feared  to  bo  betrayed. 

And,  but  th^  ever  greater  with  his  fears 

Hie  raptures  grew,  he  had  not  so  long  stayed ; 

But,  hsTing  stayed  so  long,  he  still  must  stay. 

And,  having  looked,  ho  may  not  look  away. 


Last,  she  with  listless,  long-delaying  hand 

The  golden  sandals  loosed  fi'om  her  while  feet. 

And  loosed  from  her  warm  waist  the  golden  band. 
The  miUc-white  tunic  slided  otf  its  sweet 

Snow-sur&ced  slope,  and  left  half  bare  her  bland 
Fnll-orb^d  breast.     But,  in  the  fainting  heat 

Of  his  bewildered  heart  and  fevered  sight. 

Here  Gyges  in  the  curtain  groaned  ontright. 


She  started,  as  a  Njmph  of  Dian's  train. 
Surprised,  when  bathing  blithe  in  forest  pool. 

By  some  chance-BtraggZcr  from  the  parple  plain. 
Ere  she,  quick-flashing  through  the  fern-fringed 

Her  golden  darts  can  from  the  green  wee^  gain, 
Whevewilli  to  piei'ce  tlio  raah  low-fronted  fool ; 
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Then,  more  with  wrath  thua  shamo,  from  breast 
to  brow 

Each  snowy  Butfaca  passed  to  rosy  red, 
Ths  rosj  redness  passed  again  to  snow  ; 

ScomM  aiia  sprang  Into  the  purple  bed. 
And  plunged  lier  globed  and  gleaming  limbs  below 

Tlieir  Eilken-fHng6i  sheath.  Sorth  Gjges  fled. 
As  from  ihe  god  profaned  some  mad  wret<ih  flies, 
SUicken  and  scorched,  beneath  indignant  skies. 


All  down  the  hollow  gallery,  after  Mm 

The  loud  stones  shouted  at  his  heels  ;  behind 

The  unseen  Fury,  sailing  fast  through  dim 

And  dreadful  space,  breathed  like  a  burning  wind 

Upon  his  hfur :  swift  fire  in  every  limb 
Seethed  up  and  down :  night's  blackness  broke 
and  stiined 

All  round  with  restless  eddyings  of  the  glare 

Of  that  strong  vision,  flooding  Ihe  hot  air, 


Nor  did  he,  eitased  by  stony  echoes,  mark 
TTie  Hilly-smiling  king,  with  tambled  wreath, 

Stretch  hands  wioe-sliuned  to  stay  him  in  the  dark. 
And  waft  wild  whispers  thick  on  heated  breath 

To  win  him  back.     More  desperate  than  the  hark 
Unrtiddered  in  the  storm,  and  blind  a9  death. 

He  rushed  to  waste  himself  in  some  anknown 

Mad  murrow,  from  that  wicked  midnight  gromi. 
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But  when  at  last  clear-crested  Dawn  uptroke 
The  seeming-endless  trouble  of  tJiat  night, 

And  Gyges  out  of  sleeplese  dream  half  woke 
To  wonder  at  himself,  and  loathe  the  light, 

And  groen  beneACh  the  nnsccustomed  yoko 

Of  wrong  recalled,  whilst  yet  on  his  sick  sight 

Swam  floating  gleams  of  all  that  glory  seen. 

And  the  wished  image  of  the  much-wronged  Queen, 


Even  then,  whilst  smouldering  fancy  strove,  like 
Ciiolied  noder  kiodlcd  weeds,  some  rainy  uiglit 


From  her  whose  eyes  still  ecorched  him. 
what  might 
Of  dreadful  dearness  now  was  in  that  name. 

To  mingle  sick  dismay  with  mad  delight, 
And  O,  with  what  shamed  knowledge  now  i 

Loathe  to  be  seen  hy  wliom  he  longs  to  see ! 


Unconscious  by  what  power  his  powerless  feet 
Were  moved  within  the  light  of  her  deep  eyes. 

He  sank  boDeath  them,  smitten  by  tJie  heat 
Of  their  slow  scorn ;  and,  poured  in  agonies 

Upon  the  pavement,  did  not  dare  to  meet 

Looks  that  grew  large  and  larger,  to  compriao 

Tlie  slowly-widening  circle  of  some  doom 

That  deepened  ever  in  their  sultry  gloom. 
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Long  while  she  spake  not ;  and  through  every  limb 
He  felc  the  silence  suaining  at  his  heart ; 

Whilst  her  remorseless  eye,  still  searching  him. 
Went  So  its  eim.  like  a  dividiog  dart ; 

But  still  faint  nearness  V>  the  fragrant  rim 
Of  har  warm  robe  dissolved  his  inmost  smart 

In  dear  delight,  and  still  in  sumptaons  dread 

Swift  lives  of  joy  seemed  dying.     Then  she  said : 


"Bisel  and  remember  that  thou  viost  a  man, 
Thongh  most  nnmanly  hast  thou  shamed  in  thee 

Earth's  universal  manhood.     Dare  to  scan 
The  monstrous  measure  of  thy  wrong  to  mo. 

Then  flnil  whatever  expiatioti  cati 
Make  life  not  all  intolerable.     We 

Are  made  one  shame  together.     1  that  bear. 

And  thon  that  didst,  this  wrong,  this  wrong  mnst 


Eat  ha,  that  loQged  into  her  arms  to  leap, 
And,  lost  in  too-completed  life,  die  there. 

Swift  as  a  fountmn  flashes  Irom  the  deep 
Up  into  sudden  sunshine  and  sweet  atr. 

Sprang,  shivering,  to  his  height ;  and,  from  its  steep 
And  restless  poise  'twixt  rapture  and  despair, 

His  long-pent  passion  overflowed,  and  he 

His  fall  heart,  gushing  into  speech,  set  free. 
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Wlierowith  he  strove,  and  strove  in  v!un,  there  grew 
Strange  anguish  in  the  clianges  of  her  face. 

"  Enough  it  seemed,"  so  moaneil  she,  "when  I  knew 
Myself,  though  most  unraeriling  disgrace, 

Tlie  fool  of  outi'Hge.     Must  a  husband's  name 

Slay  ever  at  tbo  summit  of  my  shame  ? 


"  Yet,  half  my  knowledge  of  the  king  divined 

In  last  midnight's  intolerahle  deed 
The  ignominious  nmdnees  of  his  minil. 

And,  but  that  Nature  would  so  sharply  plead 
With  that  annaCural  thought,  tdl  human  kind 

(For  such  vride  warrant  such  wild  wrong  musl 
id  I) 


"  For  thou  hast  seen  what,  so  to  have  been  seen, 
Leaves  an  eternal  blush  between  as  twain. 

My  blood  yet  bums  where'er  thine  eyes  have  bcei 
And  insult  unavenged  in  every  vein 

MHkea  memory  mad.     M*  miserable  Queen  I 
Whore  shall  I  tnm?      To  whom  do  I  coi 
plain?"  _ 

"Nay  tint,"  stud  Gyges,  "injured  B«anty  s  child 

Indignant  Love,  slew  liim  whose  gaze  deiiled 
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"Tea,  30 1"  she  answered.  "But  the  king  survives. 

And  this  Tounil  base  of  earth  is  mndc  too  small 

To  hold  such  shameleaB  hnebands  with  shamed 

The  very  stones  beneath  men's  heels  will  call 
Disgrace  on  thiugs  so  graceless,  and  express 
Scorn  of  this  king  of  all  nnkingliness ! 


"But   words    waste    anger    weakly.      Therefore 
choose ; 

There  is  no  room  beneath  the  all-circling  ana 
For  me,  and  thee,  and  hira,  wherein  to  lose 

Tlic  knowledge  of  the  tiling  which  hatli  been 

Wherefore  to  us  naught  i-eats  but  lo  refuse 
To  live  ourselves,  or  not  let  hira  live  on. 
Judge  thou  for  both.     Die,  and  I  foliow  thee : 
Or,  slaying  him,  live  on  sole  lord  of  me." 


She  ceased  with  a  long  sigh ;  and  looked,  less  scorn 
Than  sad  self-pity,  and  dejeelion  deep. 

Lowering  feint  eyelids  over  eyes  forlorn. 

Bnt  Gyges  cried ;  "  O  that  the  l«mb  should  keep 

In  that  oblivions  night,  which  hath  no  morn 
To  call  obstruction  cold  from  senseless  sleep, 

The  sileuced  sweetness  of  so  fair  a  face, 

And  uo  breath  leave  of  all  its  breathing  grate ! 
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Of  Orcus,  or  that  lovely  form  be  laid 
lu  uraed  ashm  to  ba  seen  no  more ! 

But  miglit  the  half  of  this  dear  debt  be  paid 
By  hecatombs  of  lives  and  seas  of  gore, 

And  had  the  king  a  hundred  lives  lo  lose, 

To  reach  thee  through  tJiem  alt  I  snll  must  choose 


She  mused  a  little ;  and  her  intricale  eyes, 
Orb  within  orb,  grow  dart  Vfith  crnel  l^ht. 

Then  she  said  slowly  r  "  On  the  place  he  dies 
Where  ho  designed  dishonor  yesternight. 

But  we  must  risk  no  reacno,  bear  no  cries  ; 
Sleeping,  me  slay  him  awiftly.     Briefest  fight 

With  fato  is  safest  connsol.      That  must  be 

This  night.     The  headless  kingdom  falls  lo  thee. 


"To  thee  whatever  rests  of  woman  here 
Not  made  the  food  of  Furies  such  as  rise 

From  deeds  like  this.      And  so,  from  year  to  ye 
We  two  must  learn  to  bear  each  other's  eyes 

Nay,  cling  the  closer  lo  shut  out  pale  Fear, 
And  smother  Horror  up  in  Love's  disguiae. 

For  never  now  for  ns,  ah  nevermore, 

Love's  chaste  auroras  1     Dewy  dawn  is  o'er. 


"  This  sno  of  passion,  fed  with  guilty  fice, 

Leaps   blood-red   ftom  the  womb  of  blackest 
night. 

Yet  call  it  lovely  names !     I  must  desire 

Thy  love,  and  love  thee,  ay  in  scorn's  despite  ! 
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Siiico  my  hate  help  of  thy  haW  doth  require. 

It  were  less  base  to  be  united  qnito 
Than  in  this  shameM  Bcarncss  to  remain, 
One  in  dishonor,  though  in  honor  twain. 


"  So  kiss  this  crime  olFi "     Suddenly  she  fell, 
A  blinding  gush  of  beaut/  upon  his  breast. 

Thereafter  all  day  long,  in  surge  and  swell 

Of  whirling  thoughts,  he  chased  his  own  nnreEt 

About  wild  places,  till  heaven's  pnvple  bell 

Was  dropt  with  stars,  and  reddened  round  the 


Ere  midnight,  through  the  dusky  doors  he  slid. 
Drawn  like  an  evil  dream  adown  the  dark ; 

And  in  the  penstralian  purples  hid 

His  wicked  knife,  and  crouched  where  be  might 

The  stealthy  signal,  which  his  s6eps  should  bid 

To  their  bad  goal ;  and  soon  from  slumber  stark 
The  King's  hard  breathing  on  the  silence  spread. 
And  the  Qaeen  beckoned  frora  the  treacherous  bed. 


There,  bent  beneath  the  winking  lamp,  those  two, 
With  hearts  hard-edged  as  was  their  glittering 
knife. 

The  senseless  King  in  silken  slnmbev  slew, 
And,  with  no  moan,  from  his  misused  life 
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He  fleeted  down  to  Orcns.     Thon  iJioj  drew 

The  dead  reluctant  wwght,  througli  silence  rife 
With  horror,  o'or  the  soaked  and  slippery  Saat, 
And  dropped  the  blood-red  ruin  at  the  door. 


So  died  Candanles,  fllaiii  for  deed  obscene  : 

So  fell  the  Heraclaidio's  fated  tree  : 
So  Gjges  took  the  kingdom  and  the  Queen  : 

So  wrong  was  heaped  on  M'rang,  till  Fate  should 
be 
Accomplished.     But,   by   Heaven's   high   Justice 


The  god  at  Delphi  sentence  strict  proeliumed  r 
That  crown  and  queen  to  G^ea  slioiild  belong. 

Since  queeo  and  crown  the  murdered  King  had 
shamed  ; 
Albeit,  because  wrong  is  not  healed  by  wrong. 

Therefore  sharp  retribation  Fate  had  framed 
Far  in  the  folded  years,  and  curses  strong 

To  plague  the  cankered  brood  as  yet  unbred 

From  the  base  getting  of  that  guilty  bed. 
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Cdrth^^t  Nebridlns  naed  to  propoumil,  at  which  all  no  tba,t 
heard  it  were  slaggerea :  — '  That  saiii  naCiaii  of  darliness 

oier  agalust  Thee,  wliat  coull  It  huye  doiw  UDto  Tbae,  badsl 
Thou  refoscd  to  fisht  with  it  ^  Foe  if  tliey  answered,  "  It 
would  have  done  TliEe  SDmo  burl,"  then  ahouldst  Thoa  be 
Bulgeat  te  ibjdiy  and  corrupUon;  hut  if  It  could  do  Tbee  no 
hurt,  there  was  no  reason  brought  fot  Thy  ^hting  wlti^  It ; 
BDd  lighting  in  such  wise  as  that  a  cert^  portion  or  mem- 
her  of  Thee,  or  oO^pi^ng  oF  Ihj  very  SabEtuioo,  Bbould  be 
mingled  with  opposed  powera  and  naturoa  not  created  by 
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Whciioe,  then,  is  Byll?"  — 

lor.;:,.  Google 


lor.;:,.  Google 


THANATOS  ATHANATOU.* 
The  Nrnth  Hout.  — Daekness  over  Coloary. 

^^OW  long,  O  Lord,  our  God  ? 


Wild  in  tlie  windless  dark,  what  snUea  song 
Eolls  tKs  way  fVom  the  waste?    Our  wings  be 

With  diamal  dews,  bloody  and  salt. 

•  TbB  laHn  rhymes  with  which  this  poem  ia  inletapeiaed 
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apiKiTS  {nslng). 

The  strong 
Grief  o'  the  gi'ay  oM  Earth  these  drops  dolh  sweal 
The  mom  of  old  Eaitli's  wrong 
Mounts  ;  and  we  mount  with  it. 


I  have  nourished  my  numbers  of  nations 
On  a  hope  that  hath  never  been  blest: 
And  the  ghosla  of  my  gone  generations 
Ves  me  yet  widi  reproachful  unrest. 
Worn  by  long  unrequited  endca-vor, 

As  I  roll  thvongh  my  ages  of  pain, 
I  have  listened,  I  listen  forever. 

For  a  word  that  is  waited  in  vain ! 


In  temple  and  palace 
The  bread  and  the  chalice. 
Bitter  with  brotheriesa  pride, 
Ara  e^en  and  drunken  by  Murder  and  Malice 
Crowned,  mitred,  and  mantled,  and  magnified, 
While  brute-horn  Hunger,  in  hovel  and  den. 
Is  smiting  and  biting  the  bones  of  men 
In  whoso  bodies  their  souls  have  died. 
One  Misery  goeth  in  gold : 
And  one  Misery  goeth  acold : 
And  there  is  no  difference  beside, 
However  their  dust  be  drost ; 
For  the  flourishing  Evil  is  sad, 
Because  it  is  Evil  at  best : 
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And  the  foding  Good  is  not  glad, 

Because  it  is  Qood  opprest : 
Anil  their  nretchednass  knoweth  no  rest 

Pram  a  hope  that  ie  ever  belied 
In  a  blessing  not  ever  posseet. 
The  ciiililren  cry  at  the  bitth, 
Bads  cnrsing  a  cankered  siem  1 
Shdl  they  livo  Or  diel     What  strength  have  I, 
The  mothai'  of  miseiies,  Enrlh, 
To  bear,  or  to  bary  them  ? 
Fram  pitiless  ciiy  to  city, 
Fassion  hadi  hunted  Pity  : 

Love  feedeih  his  flmeraJ  pyre 
On  the  flame  of  his  own  heart's  fire ; 
My  altars  gurgle  with  gi-oaos, 
Soaked  black  are  my  temple  stones 
With  the  blood  of  my  whitest  ones. 
Surely,  surely,  O  Lord, 
It  is  time  to  nttor  the  word, 
And  delivec  Thyself,  and  Thy  sons, 


Deliver  Thyself  and  Thy  si 


Tristis  nofiira  mt  amditia  : 
Qui  pai'oiiia,  ab  iniiio, 
Probiplasti  mm  ire  vilio. 
Dam  ipimmus,  pryjpc^amas 
Usque  adjman  homimaa. 
NeB  supHeia  a^  exiiio 
Nostra  subtrnMi  pelilia 
Mu/Uim  qiiidem  nos  tnenfes. 


lor.;:,.  Google 


CHROmCLES   AND    CHARACTERS. 

06  parenteSy  heu  I  solvenles 
Dtram  iMiitam  hominam. 
Prima  mali  lates  creacit  : 

Unde  hominam  mareescit 

Geaas  omm.     Skiitjionut 
Fugit  dies.     jEgti  lunius  .■ 

Cor  hamanam  nihU  corrigit : 
Nenio  nolm  mamun  porrigi ; 

(^n  el  etiam  vincUjbrliii 
Inescpleia  hasla  mortia 
Domnorum  Domiawa. 


Of  j'estei'day's  joy  and  its  sorrow. 
Of  the  hopes  and  the  fears  of  to-morrow. 

Of  misery,  madness,  and  mirth. 
Of  the  bright  and  the  sable  spheres 

Where  the  treasnres  of  space  are  stoi 
Of  the  wonderfnl  world  they  engirth, 

Aznre-rooted,  emerald-floored, 
Of  the  monuments  Memory  rears. 

And  Pride,  with  a  gory  aword. 
Graves,  forging  the  name  of  Worth, 
Of  the  scrolls  of  singers  and  seers 

With  the  words  of  promise  scored. 
Words  written  lo  lull  the  pdn 

Of  Doubt,  from  Doubt's  dictating. 
We  have  sought,  and  songht  again. 

The  meaning  of  Life  and  of  Birth. 
We  have  waited,  —  waited  in  v^n, 

"For  an  answer,  a  token,  a  word ; 
Waited,  —  waited  for  years, 

Waiting,  weeping,  and  waiting. 
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Till  Death,  to  be  rid  of  our  tears, 

Hid  as  under  this  handfnl  of  earth, 

Where  still  the  old  hopes,  the  old  fears, 
Wait  in  yain  for  an  answer,  O  Lord. 


Answer,  O  Lord  I 


Mortai  mm  kiudfAani  te, 
I^eque  in  in^enattrt 

Qui  descendiaU,  Domne  ! 
EnSat  Tunn  spiritus  i 
Beoert^ar  aaimtis 
Subler  kaimtiti.     Vemt  iora : 
Sisiii  opus  ;  sSatl  ora : 
Nm  aaiUlur  vox  damanlisi 
Not  re^ondet  cor  anionlis  : 
Et  amores  d  fciiores 

Pereairf  in  demam  I 


But  a,  memory  yet  of  a,  ruined  right 
To  a  something  lost  of  divine  delight 
Through  my  mid-inmost  rages 
For  ages,  for  ^ee ! 
I  have  struck  with  a  struggling  shoulder 
The  sides  of  this  stubborn  etar. 
Till  old  promontories,  older 
Thau  its  o! ' 
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Began  to  crumble  and  monlder 

And  drop  under  my  prison  bar. 
I  have  tumbled  my  sands  and  shell* 
Over  dties  and  citadels ; 
Through  ages  and  ages. 
Ever  moving,  moaning  ever ; 
Ever  seeking,  finding  never, 
Answer  to  Uie  deep  endeavor 
Of  the  spirit  Chat  in  me  dirells. 
Which  no  rest  assuages 
Through  ages  and  ages. 
With  the  voice  of  my  waves  and  storms 
I  have  questioned  the  million  forms 
That  float  in  the  molten  thunder. 
And  drop  with  a  voice  of  wonder 
Down  the  red-litten 

Hollow  and  hissing  dark, 
When  't  is  suddenly,  terribly,  torn  asunder 

By  the  leap  of  the  lightning-spark ; 
My  voice  the  snn's  mid  noon, 
My  voice  the  midnight  moon. 
By  whose  silver  sceptre  eold 
With  strong  raoaiiings  manifold 
Are  my  wishful  waters  drawn. 
Long  hath  heard ;  and  the  white  Dawn ; 

And  the  wistful  Even,  wo ; 
What  IJma  round  his  pavilion 
Of  blue,  amber,  and  vermilion. 

He,  with  a  stealthy  finger 

That  doth  ever  love  to  linger. 
Softly  disengages 

From  out  Iheu'  azure  cages. 

To  float  in  fervid  heights. 

All  those  winged  lights 
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That  soar  on  winking  pinions 

Of  white  fire,  and  wander  through 
Thdr  newly  gained  dominions 


Still  UEted  up,  long  ages. 
Still  vainly,  V>  inquire 
(For  m^,  whose  mind  makes  choice 

Of  his  own  pining  pain) 
Wherafore  infiniie  desire 

Finite  power  doth  enchain? 
Bnt,  unanswered  by  the  agee 
Wherewith  man's  passion  wages 
Weary  war,  that  doth  but  tire, 
Waste,  and  break  htm,  I  again 
To  the  sorrow  of  hia  sages 
Fling  their  qnestjon  back ;  in  vain 
Forced  upon  me ;  nerer  nighor 
To  the  knowledge  they  would  gain 
Of  the  meaning  of  man's  pain. 


VOICES    FROM   THE 

Honrly  in  a  crystal  cup 
Do  we  Spirits  gather  up 
The  sounds  of  idl  the  sor 
Of  the  yesterdays  and 
Of  man's  measured  misery. 
But  never  yet,  O  Lord, 
Have  we  ever  heard 
On  Sorrow's  lip  the  word 
That  might  set  Sorrow  fiee. 
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Sot  Sorrow  free ! 


Himself,  that  savid  others,  let  him  u 


Thou,  if  thou  ba  the  Son  of  God,  come  down  ! 


Sott  of  God,  ojniD  down  ! 


Art  thou  a  Prophet?     Prophesy,  y 

Prophesy,  we  crave  I 
Wiiat  tliorns  mean  in  thy  ci-owii. 


Put  forth  thy  ati-cngth  noiv,  Thon  that  wonldeat 

The  doors  of  a\j  dominion !     Dolh  the  First 
Daunt  thee?     The  Second  Deatli  ia   yet.     The 
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Mix  the  hyssop  with  the  myrrh  I 


A  cup  of  deadly  wino 

To  a  thirst  divine  1 
We  are  the  CrueltieB  of  Nature, 

That  swarm  lo  overwhelm 
The  epiriC  in  the  creataro 

That  invades  her  realm. 
Horror,  etolea  fiom  the  lips 
Of  the  livid-feced  eclipse ; 
Terror,  from  the  scorched  earth  under 
The  swift  transit  of  the  thunder ; 
Wrath  from  the  enormous  ocean ; 
Madaws  from  the  earthquake's  mofcii : 

DEJfONB    or    THE    INNES   BEKP. 

Pallid  fears,  heart-harrowing  cares. 
From  invincible  nightmares; 
And  the  stealtJiy  daj-bj-day 
Of  what  turns  men's  hair  to  gray ; 
And  the  sudden,  eharp  collapEe 
Of  Courage,  when  the  vast  Perhaps 
Spii[^  at  unawares  in  sight ; 
And  the  whisper  in  the  night 
That  breaks  a  noble  heart ; 


From  the  abysses  :  vulture's  claw, 
Serpent's  ^g,  and  scorpion's  sting. 
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Tiger's  tooth,  anil  dragon's  wing : 
All  that  'a  hideous  and  unholy 

Mix  we  here,  to  make  the  wine 
Of  our  mighty  molancholy, 

Meet  for  lips  divine. 


Fleshly  pang,  and  ghostly  woe : 
Let  him  drain  it !     Let  men  know 
What  of  God'B  Divinily 
Dwells  in  Man's  Ilumanity  1 


Weave  the  web  of  ai^ny. 
Softly !  soiily  and  silently 
Wind  the  web  of  i^ny 

Round  about  hie  heart  I 
Delicately  let  it  lie 
On  the  spirit  and  the  eye. 
Meshed  with  finest  misery. 

And  in  every  part 
Strung,  by  choicest  cruelty, 

Strong  with  subtlest  smart ! 
Draw  the  tightening  threads  together. 

Stronger  each  than  adamant, 
Lighter  each  than  powdery  feather 

Fall'n  upon  the  florid  plant 
Where,  all  f^nt  from  fervid  ether. 

To  his  inmost  honeyed  haunt 
Summer's  fond  and  want«n  rover. 

The  fine-ivingM  moth  doth  creep. 
Let  the  film  of  anguish  hover 

O'er  his  senses,  like  the  sleep 
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Of  sick  fiar  that  settles  over 
Stifled  lands  in  lurid  weather. 
When,  beneath,  pent  carthquakeE  gather 

Forces  for  a  snddeii  leap  t 
Let  him  break  it,  if  he  can, 
And  reveal  the  God  in  Man  ! 


ThiTjagh  and  tlirough  the  strangling 
Drive  the  knife  homo  to  the  heii ! 
Turn  it  in  hie  inmost  hean ! 
Turn  it  I     Let  him  feel  the  smart 
Of  the  sharpness  of  the  whole 
Of  the  iron  in  the  soul ! 
Let  him  bear  it  if  he  can, 
And  avenge  the  God  m  Man ! 


Proho  the  wound  onto  the  core ! 

Bum  and  bite  into  the  bone ! 
Prove  we,  if  this  man  be  more 
Than  the  men  that  went  bcli>re. 

And  were  sniftly  overthrown- 
Let  him  teel  it  all  he  can, 
Feel  as  God  may  feel  for  Man  ; 
Fleshly  pang,  and  ghostly  woe .' 
It  is  fit  that  men  should  know 
What  of  God's  Divinity 
Dwells  in  Man's  Humanity  \ 
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More  than  alt  other  sons  of  mnn  that  be. 
Then  is  thy  aolitaty  deed,  though  done 
In  man's  disgnise,  not  man's :  whose  liib  remains 
Ho  loftier  and  no  lovelier  than  before 
Uis  flesh  was  filched  to  i£st  the  transient  play 
Of  a  god's  power  which,  though  in  him  pnt  ibrth, 
Leayes  man's  self  helpless  as  that  hollow  heap 
Of  trophied  harness  from  whose  lifeless  clutch 
Some  pasBioaate  hero  plncks  the  brand,  to  prove 
How  living  hands  may  wield  it.     Son  of  God, 
If  thou  beeat  only  but  as  all  men  be, 
Then,   more  thsji  all  men  can   thou  canst  not- 
Named 
By  either  title,  —  son  of  Man  or  God,  — 
I  do  defy  thee,  by  surpassing  pangs. 
To  snatch  liom  me  my  old  supremacy 
In  sorrow,  my  Divinity  of  Pain. 
Vainly  with  me  in  misery  dost  thou  vie, 
Pfopbet  of  Pity !  —  whom  I  pity  most. 
That  thou  shonldst  deem  it  possible  to  force 
S'ar  recompense  from  transient  torment  spent 
On  what  thou  oddest  to  a  million  more 
And  mightier  woes,  —  or,  that  oblivious  Time, 
Who,  as  he  marches,  all  behind  blm  burns, 
Will  halt  his  wasteful  course,  to  count  and  keep 
(Once  dropt  into  the  mejisureless  abyss 
Of  anguish,  and  the  homelessness  of  things) 
The  few  red  drippings  of  that  dolorous  brow. 
Why,  how  now,  O  mine  Enemy  1     Behold  ! 
There  is  not  one  of  thy  lost  children  here,  — 
Thy  children  by  lost  heritage  in  Hope, 
Mine  by  adoption  and  the  curse  of  Sin,  — 
There  is  not  one  of  these  that  hath  not  groaned 
Beneath  some  throe  as  sharp  as  at  this  hour 


lor.;:,.  Google 


THANATOS  ATHANATOU. 


73 


Racks  Ihe  God  in  thee !     Count  the  ages  up 

By  all  their  aching  pulses,  and  consider 

What  power  is  thine,  —  even  to  contemplate 

The  congregated  anguish  and  despair, 

Grim  ignorance,  wrath,  execration,  fierce 

Brute  wrongs,  and  purblind,  drudging  wretched- 

The  heart-broken  memory,  the  trampled  hope. 

The  slow,  cold,  suffocating,  creeping  care, 

The  cankering  doubt,  choked  lon^ng,  livid  hate, 

The  stabbing  shame,  the  stark,  gaunt,  naked  need. 

The  weary  struggle  of  the  strangled  will. 

The  whirling  iVenay,  and  the  wild  rt^ret. 

The  dim,  inexplicable,  shapelesa  dread. 

The  intense  torture  nnend  arable. 

The  sick  eelf4oathing,  and  the  cnisht  revolt 

Of  the  excruciated  flesh,  —  all,  all 

The  myriad  miEeries  crammed  into  Ihc  curse 

Not  of  man  only,  but  of  all  that  lives : 

Whose  several  sufferings,  separate  discontents. 

And  special  curses,  are  summed  up  in  man. 

As  man's  in  me,  that  of  man's  miseries  all 

Am  the  unanswered  Protest  against  Him 

That  mode  us  what,  for  being,  we  ore  piqued  : 

From  puling  infancy  to  pining  youth. 

From  life's  mid  fever  io  its  last  feint  gaap. 

From  the  worm  ti'odden  by  the  heedless  foot 

To  the  man  broken  by  the  heavy  years 

He  stagers  under,  or  else  caught  and  erusht 

By  the  strong  sudden  hand  in  the  first  Aay, 

And  trampled  by  his  fellows  ;  Fate's  blind  fool 

Upon  whose  borrowed  image  he  himself 

How  ivreaks  the  rabid  fury  of  his  race 

Reared  into  endless  enmity  with  all 
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That  to  upraise  it  dotJi  in  vain  aspire. 
What  I  endave,  —  I  call,  to  testify, 
All  creatures,  and  all  things  inanimate, 
Whieli  are  as  pasture  to  my  p^n.    Respond 
From  your  abysses  and  sublunar  haunts. 
From  viewless  dens,  or  public  paths  of  pain. 
In  earti,  or  air,  or  sea,  —  whatever  creeps, 
Oi:  flies,  or  swims,  or  with  inanimate  woe 
Makes  inarticulate  protest,  —  blighted  growths, 
Cankered,  corrupted,  eurstl  —  ye  prisoners  all 
That  populate  this  penitential  star. 
And  know  my  voice  1  thou  ocean,  from  thy  deeps 
Where  Desolation  dwells,  thou  realm  of  Bir 
Whereof  I  am  ibe  prince,  —  and  all  ye  winds 
That    waft    and    mock    the    moaniiigs    of   the 

Thou  ancient  earth,  —  and  all  yc  habitants 
Of  tills  old  IdOge  of  anger  !  —  Listen  God  I 


Enough !     Te  suffer  for  my  soke,  as  He 
Suffei^  for  yours,  and  suffering  hath  no  end ! 
Thou  lord  of  Love,  dost  thou  these  voices  licar  7 
What  are  thy  pangs  to  those  wliich  those  edduro 
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And  have  enclitred  for  agea,  and  muef  yet 
For  ages  more  moan  under  ?     Lord  of  Love 
Thou  kuoirest  what  Love  can  suffer,  and  no  morel 
But  men  were  born  to  hate  themselves,  and  tliee : 
Love  is  not  of  their  nature.     Dost  thou  deem 
That  any  tear  thon  weepest  can  blot  out 
The  curse  that 's  scrawled  across  a  univei'se 
Condemned  from  the  beginning  la  the  end  'i 
Few  were  thy  mortal  years,  and  connteii  soon  : 
In  thine  Immortal,  —  nothing  !      Short  thy  strife, 
Soon  quenched  its  agony  1     Yet,  if  the  thirst 
Of  this  eonl-parching  Hour  might  drain  the  dregs 
Of  aU  the  tears  of  all  the  centaries. 
Lost  were  thy  labor  I    For,  if  man  thon  art, 
More  than  all  men  have  done  thou  canst  not  do ; 
But  more  than  all  must  fail,  who  more  than  all 
Hast  dared.     If  ihou  beest  God,  why   then,   sa 

God, 
Conquer  ihou  canat :  but  in  that  conquest,  man, 
Tliat  hath  no  part,  can  no  more  profit  claim 
Than  some  poor  savage,  in  a  barbarous  isle 
Half  brutish  born,  could  boast  of,  did  he  know 
That  otherwhere,  in  Athens  or  in  Iktme, 
Some  being,  like  himself,  of  woman  born, 
Formed,  like  himself,  of  flesh  and  blood,  like  him 
Morlai,  hath  learned  the  lore  of  Samian  seers, 
Or  won  the  Csesar's  crown.     God's  strength  is 

God's; 
Man's  at  the  best  can  be  but  man's ;  who  fails 
Though  God,  as  God,  succeed ;  and  (hy  success 
(If  thon  Bucceedest)  is  not  man's,  but  His 
Whose  power,  in  thee,  is  but  superfluons  proof 
Of  a  foregone  conclusion.     Man,  or  God, 
If  man,  hope  nothiDg  to  man's  hope  denied, 
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If  God,  though  thou  God'a  conquest  daim,  I  claim 
Man's  failure ;  moat  in  thee  ;  who  niock'st  him  most 
With  what  he  might  be,  it',  like  thee,  he  liad 
A  god'e  strength  in  Tiim,  by  a  god's  will  piled. 


Is  God  no  longer  in  Humanity  1 
Thett  masters  of  Man's  godless  world  are  we, 
Peopling  its  pale  impersonalit;. 

i,  waken! 

Ye,  that  forsake  not  whom  God  hafli  forsaken. 
Take  the  Untaken ! 


[s  the  soul  of  our  silence  fed 
On  a  pang  snrpitssing  sound. 


And  our  darkness'  dearest  gain 
By  the  ghost  of  a  glory  dead 

With  a  sharper  shade  is  crowned. 
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Where  no  life  fracoa 

Id  seed  or  sod 
The  love  that  chases 

Thcstiipsof  God; 


Trorri  the  twilights  sunk  in  the  nether  dens. 
Where  Madness  and  Dealh  are  denizens ; 
From  the  wildernesses  of  wasted  dreams, 

Where  pale-laced  Failure  strays,  and  feeds 
Her  footless  floctcs  by  the  fi'enzied  streams 

Of  desires  draped  down  among  broken  deeds ; 
From  the  sbipless  shore  where  no  bird  files, 

But  old  wrecks  choke  the  sobbing  tide, 
And  the  atrauded  wreEch,  that  beheld  our  eyes 

Wi\ere  the  sform-ware  cast  him,  cvaied  and  died ; 
From  the  red  high-road  to  the  sadden  end. 

Which  the  blood  of  its  tone  wajferer  st;reak8. 
Who,  d<^gefi  by  the  fear  of  himself,  doth  wend 

Till  the  Euidde  flndelli  the  knife  he  seeks; 
From  the  flint-bound  cells,  where  a  etrong  heart 

breaks 

When  the  miiniac's  chain  in  his  lost  gasi>  shakes ; 

Where  from  milkleas  nipples  unmated  mothers 

Fliick  the  nameless  babes  the  unblest  earth  smothers. 

And  the  Memories  God  remembers  not 

la  the  charnol  houses  of  Hope  do  rot ; 
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To  the  goal  lanwon 
By  the  faith,  self-cheated 
Of  the  deed  defeated. 
To  claim  our  home. 


>   VOICES. 

Tliua  for  rose  the  race  of  man, 

Thns  low  dotli  it  lie. 
Worlds  that  in  man's  fcith  b^an 

In  man's  failure  die. 

btiij  enniTs  op  the  heickts  (descendinp). 
The  plain  we  have  left  unmolested 
Where  low  things  low  lie,  still. 
The  dust  in  the  dust  lay,  and  rested 

Where  the  wind  had  wreaked  on  it  his  will; 
Though  the  plumes  of  the  purple-crested 

Thunder  throbbed  oo  the  hill. 
For  what  can  be  done,  or  undone. 
With  the  filth  that  is  filth  forever^ 
So  we  spared  our  pain 
To  ruin  the  plain, 
And,  leaving  it  safe  in  ite  baseness  alone, 
Made  wing  for  the  higher  endeavor. 
It  is  but  an  atom  of  earth, 

A  grain,  a  speck  most  small ; 
But  the  place  of  it  gave  it  worth, 
For  this  summit  was  highest  of  alL 

So  for  agea  and  ages  long 
We  Spirits  had  no  snob  bliss 
As  io  watch,  with  onr  eyes  upon  it, 
Waiting  to  do  it  wrong: 
Since  the  Devil  had  need  of  this. 
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And,  \o  you  I  at  laat  we  have  won  it. 

Where  all  things  fall  if  it  fall. 
A  speck :  but  a  summit  too, 
—  The  highest  summit  of  aE ! 


it  deeps  of  Night 
Swain  the  star  of  a  far-off  day. 
A  Spirit  in  bondage  there, 

Ciudned  fast  to  the  sullen  slope, 
Sftt  watching  the  lonesome  ray 
Df  Chat  star's  incert^n  light. 
With  an  agonising  stare. 
Let  him  grieve  and  grope  as  lie  may 
Hent^eforth,  thnC  Spirit  blind, 

Whose  name,  not  Patience  now, 
Shall  by  men  be  called  Despair; 
But  he  Dever  again  shall  find. 

However  he  grieve  or  grope, 
'Nealh  Night's  eternal  Nay, 

Any  light  on  the  deepa  below. 
For  the  star  he  was  watching  is  Hi 
And  that  star  we  have  stolen  away. 


Tempters  of  the  height, 

Dai-kners  of  the  deep, 
Midway  now  unite, 

Man  from  God  to  keep. 
Thus  iiir  rose  the  race  of  man 

Thus  low  doth  it  lie. 
All  that  Id  man's  life  began 

In  man's  death  doth  die. 
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Where  bare  of  sepulture 

It  hangs  on  the  roek, 
To  the  carcass  the  yulture 

And  eagie  do  flack  : 
Scenting  the  carrion, 

The  raven  and  kite 
Follow  the  clarion. 

And  feaat  on  the  flght : 
To  his  prey  leaps  the  leopard ; 

The  wolf  on  the  lamb 
That  is  left  by  the  shepherd 

Hifl  hunger  doth  cram ; 
Bound  the  spent  swimmer. 

With  eyes  peering  pale 
Through  the  green  glimmer 

The  lean  shark  doth  sail ; 
The  owlet  by  night  spoils  the  nest  in  the  tree ; 

The  bat  tears  the  moth :  God,  that  seeth  it  done, 
Sayeth  never  a  word ;  as  He  marto  us  are  we ; 


Ye  that  forsake  not  whom  God  hath  forsaken. 
Spirits  of  evil,  awaken !  awaken  1 
Shake  iJie  Unshaken  1 


Mine  Enemy,  could  I  accuse  thee  now. 

Hell  from  her  deep  foundations  should  send  forth 

A  shout  to  shake  the  highest  porch  of  Heaven 

With  most  infei'nal  thunder !     Enemy, 

Could  I  accuse  thee,  all  the  Potentates 
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Of  Pain  wonia  rise  to  welcome  to  his  throne 
My  peer  in  condemnation  1 

Hearken  all, 
Voa  GJghtlesB  Essences  that  have  no  voice 
Under  the  silence  of  Eternal  God, 
Till  Natare  cries— "Too  lale!"— and  Hell  ri 

sponds 
With  all  her  echoes !    You  that  spy  on  man. 
Sit  in  his  heu^,  and  count  its  pn^s  up, 
People  the  silent  places  of  his  mind, 
And  set  your  secret  sign  upon  his  thoughts, 
Dog  all  his  steps  from  wicked  woes  to  woes. 
Gather  his  deeds,  and  lay  ttiem  in  the  lap 
Of  Accusation,  —  Destinies,  and  Fates, 
Dooms,  Witnesses,  Informers  against  man. 
Angels  of  Reprobation  I  — yon  that  keep 
The  record-boob  of  wrongs  fbr  future  wrath. 
Accusers  all,  —  that  ore  my  ministers. 
As  I  am  God's,  —  in  Hate,  not  Love,  —  attend  I 
Answer  me,  now,  What  fault  is  in  this  manl 


We  find  not  any  fault  within  tliis  Man, 
Within  this  Man  not  any  fault  is  found  1 

Fault  is  found. 
Is  onrs  their  fault  wlio  failed  ore  we  hegan  ? 
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e  bound 


Woe,  the  oilspring  of  the  Fault  of  Man ! 


Dance  we  around  1  around  1 
Man  hath  forsaken  God :  God  hath  forsaken  Man  1 
The  Eun  is  dark  in  heaven ;  there  ia  no  light 
from  above : 
We  must  be  merry  meanwhile,  —  merry  as  long  as 

Though  Nature  is  sick  to  the  heart,  and  the 

Angels  are  weepings  for  Love  I 
Hand  in  hand,  a  heedless  band, 

Eound  about  the  Tree, 
Purple-gowned,  and  golden-crowned. 

Merrily  dance  We  Three ! 
One  of  us  three  hath  a  cloven  foot 
That  wUl  peep  oat,  whatever  the  boot 
That  Use  or  Wont  may  fashion  to 't ;  — 

Which  of  us  can  it  he^ 
One  of  as  three  hath  a,  leering  eye. 
And  a  slippery  et«p,  and  a  parching  sigh 
On  a  red  lip,  draining  men's  hearts  dry, — 

And  the  Witch  knows  which  it  must  be. 
One  of  us  three  hath  a  royal  gait, 
Aud  a  heart  of  scorn,  and  a  brow  of  hate, 
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And  nathless  he  lifteth  his  bead  elate 

Though  ho  lookeUi  upon  the  Tree, 

Tliis  is  an  ancient  dance : 
And  long  ago  we  danced  it, 

Bound  a  god  of  another  stamp : 

In  the  heart  of  the  Chosen  CMOp, 

Heedless  whatever  the  chance. 
We  danced  it,  and  we  pranced  it, 

With  a  mad  and  a  merry  tramp. 
While  nobody  heeded  what  God  said, 
Thongh  the  thunder  was  talking  overhead, 

And  the  snn  torned  sick  as  a  languished  tamp 
Whose  last  light  sinks  unfed. 
With  a  merry  Bong,  and  a  tuerrj  langh 
Kound  about  the  Golden  Calf, 

We  danced  it  all  together, 
And  the  populace,  at  as  merry  a  pace, 
High  and  low,  all  joined  the  race. 

In  turban,  rohe,  and  ffeather  r 
Women,  as  mad  as  mad  could  be, 
Little  children,  bare  to  the  knee. 
Priests  and  elders  of  high  degree. 

All  in  the  stormy  weather ! 


How  long,  O  Lord,  must  we  endured     How  long? 
Avenge  the  perfect  patience  of  thy  Saints 
Whose  blood  cries  out  o'  the  earth  against  Earth's 
Wrong. 
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Rulcase,  0  Lord,  tJiy  prisoners,  that  to  thee 
Make  moan,  long-fcttcred  in  tfio  Ijonde  of  Night, 
Unransomed  captivs  of  unconquered  Sin ! 


Celestial  Shepherd  of  the  Flocks  of  Light, 

Descend,  descend  tho  moaning  deeps  among, 

And  draw  thy  lost  sheep  in  t 


How  long  shall  Darkness  hide  us.  Lord  t     How 
long^ 
When  shall  the  Dawn  begin  t  [A  pause. 


so  THG  OBoas. 
By  the  awe  on  Oliret, 

By  the  darkness  on  the  day, 
By  the  eaiA  Hmt  now  is  wet 

With  the  blood  of  Him  they  slay 
Knowing  not,  —  by  all  the  debt 

Which  thy  Son  doth  die  to  pay. 
Lord,  no  more  thine  oath  forget. 

Nor  thy  right  hand  stay  1 
Ransom,  Lord,  thy  quicl:  and  dead. 
By  the  blood  which  now  is  shed 
For  them  .... 
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Earth  has  heard,  and  Heaven  hath  liecuil, 

And  the  Ever-living  Lord, 
What  was  uttered,  dolh  record ! 
Caaght  upon  the  blackened  lipB, 
Of  Ibe  lightning-Eeamed  eclipse, 
Echoed  by  infernal  thnnder 
From  the  earthguake  gi'oauing  nnder, 
&nswci'ed  from  tlie  heajrts  of  men 
By  a  jet  unvoiced  Amen, 

Bear  we  up  the  Word  [ 


The  Mystery  of  the  Vail  is 


Tried  and  invincible ! 
The  MyetBrj  of  the  Vail  is  rent 
Ariel!  Ariel! 
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Tha  covenaat  wliereto  Hq  did  assent 

Oar  Grod  hutli  disannulled  with  Death  and  Hell. 
Thon  Lion  of  the  Lord  Omnipotent 

In  thee  henceforlli  the  heart  o'  the  world  shall 


The  Mystfiry  of  the  Vail  is 


Blessing,  blessing,  and  thanksgiving, 

Glorj,  glory,  rule  and  reign, 
To  the  Dead  One  that  is  living. 

The  Death-shiyer  that  was  slain  I 
Id  the  Life  is  sown  the  seed  : 

Fi-om  the  Death  the  frnit  is  wrought 
Beauty  buried  in  the  deed 

Be-arises  in  the  thought : 
From  the  transitory  Act, 

Which  shall  perish  with  the  past. 
Springs  the  Faith,  the  Living  Fact, 

That  fbrevermore  shall  last. 
To  the  teachii^  of  the  Word, — 

To  tha  Uttered  Law,  —  sneeecd 
Tet  a  Second  and  a  Third. 

First,  the  leaohiT^  of  the  Deed  : 
—  Of  the  Deed,  which  is  the  Example, 

In  the  Life  which  is  the  Love : 
These  eunoblo  and  make  ample 

What  to  perfect  and  to  piovo. 
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(Heir  of  all)  doth  manmherit. 

Help  of  Him  that  tometh  Third ; 
And  the  teaching  of  the  Spirit 

Shall  complete  the  Deed  and  Word. 
Amen  !  blessing  and  thanksgiving. 

Amen  !  glory  rule  and  reign 
To  the  Slain  One  by  the  living 

Of  whose  djing  Death  is  slain ! 


The  oaith  doth  qnako, 

But  cannot  shake 
This  corner-stone  of  mine: 

The  steadfast  stone, 

The  only  one 
That  never  shall  bo  overthrown, 
For,  graved  by  God,  doth  shine 

His  Name  thereon 

That  is  the  Son 
Of  God  and  Man ;  whose  Name  alone 

Is  Human  and  Divine. 


Amen !  Amen '.  God  that  gazest 
On  thine  im^e  in  Man's  Son ! 

Man  that  man  to  God  upraiseat. 
Human  and  Divine  in  one ! 


Sing  ye,  anging  out  of  dust. 
Buried  Spirits  of  the  Just, 
ow  i'  the  deadest  dark  of  Death  the  light  of 
Life  doth  sliine. 
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Wo  ai'ise,  each  bidden  gnest. 

From  the  chambers  of  our  rest. 

Open,  Zion,  open  to  na,  all  those  eolemn  gates  of 

A  sounS,  a  souttd  of  voices,  ana  of  harpings,  and 

ai^ht 
As  when  a  great  solemnity  is  holdon  in  the  njglit .' 
For  the  vintage  of  the  vinejard,  for  tbe  gathering 

of  the  vine ! 
And  sing  ye,  and  sing  ye  to  the  Lord  a  holy 

ditty  : 
The  song  that  David  sung  to  us  upon  the  harp 

with  might ; 
A  vineyard,  a-  vineyard,  a  vineyard  of  ved 

The  lord  thereof  is  Lofd  of  Life,  whose  love  is 

infinite  : 
For  deeper  than  the  plummet  drops  in  Him  are 

depljis  of  pity. 
And  in  Ilim  is  mercy  more  than  may  bo  measured 

by  the  line, 
And  the  judgment  that  is  in  Him  is  not  reckoned 

by  the  rod. 


,  into  the  Holy  City ! 


Verily,  this  man  was  the  Son  of  God  1 
ICES  OF  AKISEN  SAIHTS  (groviing /ainler  as  tliif 
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Living  star  of  love,  whoso  light 

Prora  Ihe  breast  of  the  Divine 
Brightest  glows  in  bloeXest  tiight, 

Down  this  bumau  darkness  shine  I 
Igiaa  inter  spiada : 

Pm&ra  aidua  m  Tiociurna  .■ 

Jesa  tibi  ail  sapena 

Gloria  in  sanpitema 
Secataram  secala. 
Voice  the  winds  and  waves  ohej  1 
Spirit  summoning  this  claj  I 
Liftwareative  Word  of  Glod, 
Trumpet  whoso  triumphant  bi«aHi 
Calls  the  Eonl  from  ont  the  clod. 

And  awakens  life  in  death  I 

AmUnere  qjios  nae  tegU  ; 
TreooiiUiue  gms  iitfiaista 

Inter  wnbras  ;  gute  mors  regit 

Ftcu^  aadiveiv  daustra  I 

Hostage  found  we  none  to  take 

DeatJi  upon  him  for  our  sake. 

Bondsmen  of  the  Night,  to  thee 

Made  we  moan  from  ondei^round. 
Thoti,  descending,  didst  set  free 

From  their  bonds  the  prason-bonnd. 

lA&ati  aimt  Ugnii, 

Et  sduii  Condemnati. 

UH  mors  xiMat,  Hd 

Venit  vita.     Glma  iife"  / 
Dajapring,  of  whose  light  ia  horn 
Mortal  life's  immortal  mom. 
Thou  from  the  Beginning  wiat 

God  vviih  Very  God  alone: 
Mflo,  ivitli  very  man,  thou  liast 
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la  iha  Plesh  the  Godhead  shown. 
Eque  Deo  Dens,  nuatea 
Venioi  tu,  de  maaine, 
Et  dtviawa  viveaa  lumen 
In  (Gfemo  hrniine. 
To  the  right  hand  of  the  Tathcr, 
Where  Thoa  sitt'st  in  glory,  gather. 
Out  of  darkness,  death,  and  doom, 

Sou  of  Giod,  the  sons  of  men. 
Sliioe  npon  iia  in  the  t«mb. 
Light  as  into  life  again ! 
Fac  ut  qaando  moWeftu" 

Corpus,  nosirw  sit  vidnria 
Aniime.     Fan  uf  donetar 
Tecuia  pamdisi  gloria  I 
ITkeuoiceiilie  ouHn  the  passlntl  of  the  eclipm.  — Even- 
ing falls,  and  moimliakt,  over  Calvary,     JoeZFU  or 

plea,  bearing  aicay  tin  body  nf  CaaiBT. 

Hash  1  for  tite  soldier's  spear: 

Hnsh !  for  the  high  priest's  scorn  : 

Hash !  lest  the  haters  hear ; 
For  we  are  sheep  forlorn. 

Dead  is  our  shepherd  dear. 

Dead,  and  the  wolves  are  near. 
Hash  I  lest  we,  too,  be  lt)rn. 

Brothers,  tread  light,  breathe  low : 

With  no  bnd  voice  of  woe 
Must  the  loved  burden  we  bear  hence  he  borne, 
Ah,  that,  of  all  tor  whom  his  blood  did  flow 

None  left  lo  mourn  him  be. 

Hone  left,  save  only  we, 
Altts,  that  (oft  him  oqco  whom  iww  we  mourn. 
And  could  not  save  him,  though  wo  loved  him  so ! 
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Peace  I  he  hatli  died,  but  is  not  dead. 
Stoop  1  ere  he  lie  in  eanhy  bod, 

With  orusht  cassia  strew, 
For  SBTOr  sweet,  his  wimJing-shcet. 
^d,  from  his  \io\y  head  and  ieet 
Kiss  olf  the  cold  death  dew. 

We  will  never  more  forsake  him. 

To  oar  haman  hearts  we  take  him : 

In  our  human  hearts  we  make  him 

A  deep  grave,  that  he. 

Buried  in  om'  love  and  pain, 

Thence  may  rise  to  live  agtua 

In  the  lives  of  ransomed  men 

Whom  he  died  to  free. 
Lord,  until  this  Human  die 
Inl«  Thy  Divinity, 

(So  made  wholly  Thine  1) 
Deep  in  our  Humanity 
(So  made  wholly  ours ! }  shall  lie 
Buried  Thy  Divine  I 


Blessed  are  ye  forlorn. 

For  whom  The  Lord  is  dead  1 
Rejoice  all  ye  that  mourn, 

Ye  shall  be  comforted  I 


e  hill  with  the  body  of 


arth !   Good-will  to  m 
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an,  I  warn  tlice  hence.    Whence  tomest  thoa  1 


From  walking  to  and  fro  upon  the  oatth. 
Thou  liest,  Angel  I  Nothing  here  is  well, 
Tor  1  aw  here. 


Yet  must  thuu  hence. 

"Must,"  Chcyiib? 


I  also.     Hearken,  Angel  of  the  Watch  ! 

Hath  Sorrow  any  right  unto  this  Cross  1 

If  HO,  I  claim  it  by  my  right  in  Sorrow, 

Or  Sin,  thou  Angel,  hath  it  any  right 

Unto  this  Cross!     Then,  by  my  right  in  Sin, 

I  claim  it.     If  not  Sorrow,  if  not  Sin, 

What,  then,  hath  rights  npon  this  Cross  f     Hot 

Nor  all  tlie  hosts  that  share  with  thee  God's  joy ; 
For  theso  Ho  died  not,  and  for  these  no  cross 
Was  needed.     Sorrow's  place,  anil  Sin's,  is  hero. 
Therefore  niy  place  is  here,  witli  Sin  aud  Sorruw. 
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The  boclj  of  thy  lord,  Humanity 

Hath  taken  to  itself.     0  I  have  heard 

Those  woman-wailings  1     Verilj  I  have  hcaiiJ, 

And  laughed  to  think  what  sort  of  love  was  theirs 

That  sang  of  lose  so  loudlj' ! 

Mark  me,  Angel  I 
Already  I  foresee,  in  the  new  time. 
How  men  will  criicifj  this  Christ  again 
Daily  and  hourly,  in  their  hoora  and  days ; 
How  they  will  emdfy  him  in  their  feith, 
As,  in  thmr  doabt  too,  they  will  crudly  liim  I 
How,  in  their  knowledge  and  their  ignorance. 
How  in  their  love  as  in  their  hate,  thoii-  hope 
And  their  despair,  their  wisdom  and  their  folly. 
Still  they  will  crucify  him ! 

Enemy  1 
Thou  knowest  that  the  mind  of  man  is  warped 
iB'rom  tto  beginning  of  the  world.     Thou  knowest 
That  men  will  choose  the  evil,  not  the  good. 
Their  nature  bdag  evil,  and  the  True 
Still  crucify,  still  crown  the  False,  and  slill 
Shape  knowledge  into  ignorance. 

Henceforth, 
This  stone  of  stumbling,  where  it  falls,  shall  grind 
All  things  Jo  powder.     Neither  day,  nor  hour. 
Shall  pBSs,  bnt  what,  dispntiog  to  the  death 
Thy  substance,  and  thine  elements,  man's  mind 
Slialt  waste  man's  lif^  about  a  vrtlderness 
Of  miserable,  innumeraiile  folly. 
Pedants,  and  pedagogues,  and  bnsyhodiaa, 
Suhoola,  coandls,  doctors,  dispntants,  divineB, 
Shall  stretch  contentious  hands  to  scribble  still. 
Even  as  erewhile,  their  Hebrew,  Greek,  and  Latin 
Over  thy  mardoi'ed  lieaii,  imil  write  thee  wrong 
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In  every  langoago  learned  by  Ignorance  1 

la  thy  name,  men  shall  slaughter,  and  torment. 

Desolate,  ruin,  and  destroy  each  other  I 

In  thy  name,  ecafEjide  shall  be  smeared  with  gore ; 

In  thy  name,  dungeons  shall  be  crammed  with 

groans ; 
The  bloody  whip,  the  bracdiug-iron,  the  slake. 
The  fagot,  and  the  sharp  two-handed  axo, 
Tbo  torturing  engine,  and  the  toothed  wheel. 
Shall  owe  thy  name  no  lack  of  work  ia  do. 
In  thy  name,  men  shall  brutalize  Ciod's  ^ft 
Of  life,  ill-comprehended,  tilt  they  rot. 
Howling,  or,  mad  with  stupid  eilence,  pass 
Out  of  Hunutnity,  to  crawl  to  death. 
Boast-like,  through  bestial  fllth,  foul  sores,  and  scum 
Of  self-neglect,  in  desert  dens  and  holes  1 
In  thy  name,  men  Shall  utter  blasphemies 
Undreamed  of  yet  by  devils  damned  in  Hell ! 
In  thy  name.  Fraud  and  Force  and  Violence 
Shall  prosper  in  the  prejudice  of  aU 
That  hath  ^11  yet  made  patience  possible 
Under  huge  wrongs  1    .    .    .    .   Till   thoo,   mine 

Enemy, 
The  infinitely-often  cmoified. 
Even  in  the  heights  of  thy  felicity 
Yonder,  and  by  the  right-hand  of  high  God, 
Shalt  drain  the  cup  of  bitterness,  —  erewhile 
Half-tasted  only,  —  to  so  deep  a  depth 
Of  wrath  and  anguish,  that  thyself  shalt  cnrse 
Thy  new-adopted,  even  as  they  cuwe  thee ! 
Meanwhile,  my  place  is  here,  beside  this  Cross, 
With  Sin  and  Sorrow.     Therefore  stand  aside, 
Thou  Angel  of  tha  Watch  I     Hera  will  I  rest. 
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Angel  of  Accuaation,  here  or  elsewhere 

Neither  tliy  power  nor  mine  provaile,  but  Ilia 

That  Bilffcra  us,  —  each  in  his  several  sphere. 

Mo  to  obey,  and  thee  fo  contradict, 

And  both  to  serve  his  pnrpose  equallj. 

The  meaning  of  thy  mystery,  and  the  end 

Eoreeeen  &otti  ^o  beginning,  and  foreseen 

By  wisdom  infinite  for  endless  good, 

Thyself,  then  knowest  not.     Neither  do  I  know 

The  meaning  of  my  own.     Thou  const  but  yicw 

The  single  act  of  God's  eternity, 

Which  is  to  partial  senses  sensible 

In  partial  acdoii  only,  by  the  eye 

Of  thine  own  nature,  as  by  mine  I  view  it. 

And,  thy  perception  being  limited 

To  evil  only,  lo  thee  only  evil 

Is  stilt  perceptible,  as  still  to  me 

Good  only,  and  good  everywhere. 


Enough, 
Angel,  I  know,  at  what  I  know  to  muck. 
And  marvel  at  this  hnge  ado  for  that 
Which,  when  'tis  done,  is  nothing,  —or,  at  least 
Nothing  in  the  ditninishmont  of  all 
The  misery  and  the  wretchedness  in  man, 
To  which  God  said,  —  "  Increase  and  multiply  1 '' 
The  ages  to  the  ages,  and  the  hours 
Unto  the  hours,  shall  add  themselves,  and  men 
ShsU  muWply,  and  ever  with  more  men 
More  miseryl     Meanwhile,  my  place  is  here. 
And  heie  I  stand,  —  beside  this  Cross  of  Christ ; 
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Whort  Sin  shall  come,  and  Sorrow  come  with  S 
And  Sin  and  Sorrow  still  sliall  find  me  here, 
Still  ready  lo  accuse  them.     Anct,  when  men 
Shall  learn,  like  thee,  to  talk  theology 
Most  eloquently  with  the  Devil  himself, 
Dispata  with  him  his  nature,  proper  place 
And  fit  relation,  in  the  latest  plan 
Of  general  self-complacency,  —  at  least. 
His  presence  sh:^  they  feel,  as  thou  dost  now. 
Here,  in  the  shadow  of  this  Cross  of  Christ ! 


And  of  ignorance, 
Such  fearless  self-complaroncy  as  thine. 
Is  man's  praise  challenged?     Be  man's  rig 

blame 
Thereby  accorded!     What  is  changed  for  n 
Or  how  is  man's  case  bettered  t     What  man 
He  is,  and  shall  be,  and  so  must  have  been, 
So  being  made.     The  mulable  images 
Of  Good  and  Evil  in  the  minds  of  men 
May  change  from  age  to  age.     But  man  hir 
No  nearer  and  no  ftrthor  than  before 
Stands,  where  he  stood,  between  thera.      T 

Evil  to-day,  to-morrow  he  names  good  : 
And,  contrary,  what  he  names  good  to-day, 
To-morrovf  he  names  evil.     What  of  that? 
Ifc  changes  not  his  nature,  bat  a  name. 
Good  men,  or  men  so  chilled,  have  liccn  ernnoi 
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And  evil  men,  or  men  so  called,  shall  bo, 
In  like  proportion,  to  the  end  of  time. 
At  ono  time  this  thing,  at  another  that, 
MaD  stnilies  to  become,  and  calls  it  good  : 
Hia  power  lo  be  it,  whatsoe'er  it  be, 
Is  through  all  lime  the  soxm  »s  it  }iath  been ; 
In  tho  strong  somewhat,  nothing  in  tho  weak," 
Not  mnch  in  any. 

Cherub,  know  mo.     Prince 
Of  this  world,  thou  hast  heard  it,  am  I  called. 
Prince  of  this  world  I  am.     Bat  in  this  world 
I  have  no  power  save  on  the  mind  of  man ; 
Whereby  whatever  God  for  man  made  good 
I  for  man  tncn  Xt>  evil.     Storm,  eclipse. 
Deluge,  and  the  exterminating  fire, 
Earthquake,   and   pestilence  —  God's  works,  not 

Obey  me  not.     But  me  my  works  obey. 

Which  are  the  fears  these  fashion  in  men's  minds. 

The  fearful  deeds  which,  through  man's  life,  those 

Shape  themselves  into.     Look  on  mc.     I  am 

Man's  mind's  eienial  protest  against  Law, 

—  Man's  life's  eternal  protest  against  Love. 

A  time  there  may  be,  though  it  must  be  far. 

When  men,  by  Knowledge  reconeiled  to  Law 

In  things  material,  shall  convert  to  good 

AH  that  for  ages  I  have  made  to  them 

Maicriat  evil.     In  that  time  ray  voice 

Shall  no  more  in  man's  life,  as  now,  be  heard. 

Protesting  against  God's  material  law. 

Bnt  what  of  that  t     Still  heaiil  my  voice  shall  be 

In  man's  heart,  still  against  himself  protesting. 

And,  till  that  protest  hatli  in  man  no  place. 
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Where  man's  place,  mine  ia.  Cherub ;  nor  ca 

Here,  or  wherever  else  man  comes,  to  me 
Cry,  "  Enter  not  I" 


Kor  needs  it,  bitter  fient 
That  I  forbid  thee.     For  thou  canst  not  pass 
The  limit  of  thy  nature,  which  God's  love 
Surpasses,  hero.     Obey  not  me :  thou  still 
Obeyest  God. 

Cherub,  what  more  dost  thou  ? 


Ay.    Love's  gain  is  lova. 
Hafed  or  loved,  here  will  I  rest.     Away ! 


Hot  by  the  length  of  my  authoriQ', 

But  by  the  narrowness  of  thine,  is  fixt 

Thy  kingdom,  Satan.     But  when  He,  by  whom 

Thy  passing  protest  against  permanent  power 

Is  heard  i'  the  inconipleierieas  of  man's  life, 
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Ay  I  (feu? 
Count  mc,  prophetic  Spirit,  if  fliou  canst. 
How  many  wrinkles  to  the  brow  of  Time 
Sliall  ere  tliat  Thea  be  added  ?     And  what  then ! 
Thou  knoweat  no  more  tlmn  I.     When  man  no 

My  work  provides,  thine  own  shall  lack  provision  ; 

Whose  task  on  earth  is  but  Ibe  consequence 

Of  my  procedure  ;  temporary  bath. 

Enongh !     I  aland  by  my  necessity. 

Which  is  not  of  eternity,  but  Unxe. 

I  Itnow  no  Then  nor  There.     I  am  Here  and  Now. 

Standing  beneath  the  glory  of  God,  not  in  it, 

Man  casis  upon  this  earth,  whereon  he  stands. 

The  formidable  sliadow  of  hiniself : 

The  Spirit  of  that  Shadow,  which,  where'er 

Mao  goes,  goes  -with  him,  darkening  earth,  un  I. 

Unto  what  end  man's  steps  are  boand,  whose  course. 

Making  it  marked  by  darkness,  everywhere 

I  dog  protesting  against  liglit,  or  when 

That  end  may  be,  I  know  not.     But  I  Imow, 

Nor  care  I  £o  Imow  more,  that  he  and  I, 

I  with  my  protest  in  man's  lif^,  and  man, 

Man  in  God'a  glory,  in  man's  shadow  I, 

Have  yet  through  time  no  journey  short  to  make 

Together ;  taking  with  us  this  day's  deed. 


f  Disconieut,  tha  unlroov 
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Of  God's  endnrttBCB  dolh,  an  thou  doat  boast. 
Accord  such  letsure  thine  to  meditate 
Thy  place  in  his  iacalculabto  scheme 
Of  pure  perfeotjon,  and  tJiy  power  thereon, 
By  him  perraittod,  —  stadj  this  first  law 
To  which  all  power  is  made  conditional :  — 
Hate  creates  nothing. 


Nny,  but  Hufa  destroys. 


And  Lovo  cvcalcs 
For  Hate  to  stiiL  destroy.     Paid  eulogist 
Of  unintelli^ble  authorship, 
I  am  tiio  only  critic  of  God's  works 
That  do  not  praise  them.     And,  for  this,  I  think 
It  likes  him  well  enough  to  let  me  be. 
And  gife  me  hearing  with  a  certain  zeat 
Which  mere  monotony  of  praise  like  thine 
Would  surfeit  else.     Moreover  in  this  worhi 
Wo  tolerate  each  other.  He  and  I, 
Better  than  yon  surmise.    I  set  men's  wits 
To  qnealjon  what  they  scarce  would  notice  else. 
And  so  iind  oat  what,  haviog  so  fijund  out. 
They  all  the  more  admire.     I  keep  nlert 
The  Maker's  pleastare  in  his  works  thereby. 
To  proye  mo  bungler.     Yet  I  pr^se  Mm  beat. 
In.  my  own  way  ;  and  unto  mo  ho  owes 
Man's  worship,  which  was  over  born  of  fear. 


lor.;:,.  Google 


THANAT08  ATHANATOU.  loi 

Bo  I  not  manifest  to  mcD  hia  power. 

Whereof  a  part,  nor  that  tho  least,  in.  me 

Pat  forUi,  completes  the  vast  Two-fronted  Will, 

Against  whoso  everlaEdng  Yes  and  No 

Man's  fVenzied  being  breaks,  and  mosnicgly 

Grovels  in  abject  terror  t     Which  t*>  him 

Ib  'i°Jt  —  IJia  Joy  of  feeling  hirosetf  felt 

By  what  he  made  to  feel  him  j  therefore  made 

Weak  in  all  ways,  but  not  withal  so  weaii 

Bnt  it  can  ttear  his  foot  upon  its  neek, 

And,  feeling  what  his  strength  is,  worship  it, 

Willie  the  brnised  head  the  bruiai^  heel  adores. 

We  rule,  then,  each,  —  both  he  and  I,  —  by  fear : 

And  he  m  strongest :  but  I  s^U  am  strong. 

Spake  he  not  to  his  Prophet  of  old  time : 

<■  I  ferm  the  light,  and  I  the  darkness ;  I 

Make  pea«e,  and  create  evil :  I,  the  Lord, 

Bo  all  these  things  "  f   But  half  of  all  these  things. 

What  hand  bnt  mine  the  doing  of  them  moves  "> 

The  Evil  I,  and  I  the  Darkness  1     Both 

His  work  and  wilt :  then  of  his  will  and  work 

The  great  one-half,  made  manifest,  am  I ! 

If  I  could  be  aught  other  than  I  am, 

I  would  be  he  :  and  in  that  wish,  metbinks, 

I  own  him  for  ray  God,  and  worship  him  — 

Him  —  not  this  Other ;  that  resembles  not 

In  aught  the  God  I  am  content  to  serve. 

Nor  serve  1  only,  hut  I  honor  him ; 

Keeping  in  honor  those  that  serve  him  here 

Strong  kings,  shrewd  priests,  and  mighty  men  of 

And  all  that  upon  earth  is  honorable. 
But  I  can  neither  praise  nor  tolerate, 
What  I  protest  against,  — this  latest  change 
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Of  purpose  in  the  Bver-changine  One. 

Here,  for  the  first  time,  I  seem  set  aside ; 

And,  conid  I  ever  weep,  I  slionld  weep  now 

Por  Ihe  perversity  of  this  new  plan. 

Perceiving  wliat  must  happen  presently. 

Like  some  long-traGted  counsellor,  displaced 

And  discontented  with  the  times,  am  I ; 

Who  seei  the  joang  prince  pulling  down  the  props 

He  spent  his  utmost  pains  on,  to  uphold, 

Based  on  the  popular  fear,  the  father's  throne, 

I,  that  have  been  about  the  world  so  long, 

Methinks  should  know  it ;  and,  if  aught  I  know. 

Men  are  not  to  be  governed  but  by  fear. 

Wheti  thej  shall  lose  the  wholesome  dread,  now 

theirs. 
Of  kings  and  priests,  what  next?     Why,  men  will 

To  fear  me  even  ;  and,  ceasing  to  fear  mo. 
Will  cease  to  fear  Jehovah.     Heed  the  event ! 
But  meanwhile  men  shall  win  their  license  hard. 
To  laugh  at  what  now  scares  them.     I  remain 
In  spite  of  the  new-comers.     Lang  shall  Love 
Ijed-handed  walk  the  world  with  Hate's  own  sword, 
Nor  plant  one  forward  footstep,  save  in  blood. 
Thewfore  I  stand  here,  Angel  of  the  Watch, 
Watching  with  tiee.     Whose  watch  I  grudge  not. 

Wait. 
For  vigil  Jong  must  be  both  thine  and  mine, 
And  we  will  watch  together. 


Wild,  as  waves 
That  wash  no  shore,  words  wander.  If  between 
Ton  throbbing  lights  that  round  us  roll  and  burn. 
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No  radiant  intereiemental  thriK 
Made  response  Ki  their  reEtless  hearts,  perchance 
Tlie  leaping  lightsprings  of  the  Sun  himself 
Might  blaze  in  sempiternal  blackness,  d&rk 
To  orbs  beyond  the  never-beaten  bonod 
And  blank  engulfineot  of  his  barren  globe  : 
And  all  the  kindred  sovereignties  of  space, 
His  starry  peers  whose  now  fraternal  fires 
Flash  mutual  rapture,  then  would  wanly  ply 
Pale  iocommanicable  pulses,  filled 
With  ineffectnal  fervor.     Even  so. 
Between  us  twain,  —  spirits  of  spheres  that  move 
In  no  same  elemental  sense  of  things, 
Ko  correaponsive  impulse  ioterchaogiDg 
From  simultaneous  impact  of  the  Power 
That  keeps  in  commune  all  the  sonls  it  sways, 
—  Thought,  like  a  beam  that  heats  not,  lights  no 

beating 
On  nnimpressive  absolute  nothingness. 
Visits  in  vain  the  waste  and  void  of  what 
Holds  thee  and  me  asunder. 

Obscure  Power, 
Which,  in  the  ever-fleeting  8al>stance  pent 
Of  all  that  passes,  all  that  perishes, 
The  Eternal  Fire  eternally  consumes, 
What  time  from  age  to  e^,  fiwrn  hour  to  hour. 
From  soul  to  sou),  bmrning,  it  proves  itself 
And  all  things  else  that  Time,  as  fuel,  flings 
Into  the  furnace  of  transforming  Love, 
Leaving  Hale's  pile  in  ashes,  —  pass  thy  way, 
And  ply  Ihy  transitory  task !     Which  is 
To  feed  the  fervor  of  tiie  fire  of  God, 
And  speed  its  issue  through  the  !)ody  and  form 
Of  all  experience,  which  it  animates. 


lor.;:,.  Google 


104   CHBONICLES  AND   CHARACTERS. 

Ply  tlion  thy  tasttl  acenmulating  Time's 

Pervorsenesses,  obstnicdona,  enmities, 

Aad  aiiint«11igent  antagomsmE ; 

Therewith,  aa  fagots  for  the  burning,  bound. 

To  satiBfy  the  everlasting  flame 

Whose  altars  ai^e  the  ages ;  whence  it  glows 

To  spirits  of  men,  —  a  beacon  light ;  to  thee. 

Whose  ever-dwindling  substance,  1q  that  beat 

Of  Hearealj  Love,  from  age  to  age  ossnmes 

Slow  transformation,  —  thine  own  fnuoral  pyra ! 

Dull  Kend,  the  more  thou  on  this  Fire  of  Love 

Hast  leave  to  heap  all  hideous  hatreds,  all 

Denials,  contradictions,  crneltiee, 

Fables,  and  fears,  and  frMiaed  shames,  —  the  more 

Shall  it,  by  all  such  sdmulations  stang 

To  iotenser  force,  bum  from  the  souls  of  men 

Those  multitudinous  mischief  that  are  made 

lis  sacritieial  sustenance, 

Enough  I 
Put  forth  ilij  hand. 


Wlicre  art  thou  1  feebly  sounds 
Thy  voice,  vain  Angel ;  strong  in  word,  but  weak 
In  act  to  hold  what  now  I  seize.     Thy  voice 
Floals  to  me,  fainter,  feinter  I  and  thy  form 
Fades  ferther,  farther,  farther,  from  my  keu. 
Thon  flyest.  Cherub  1 


Solf-deceiver,  no ! 
Hei'o,  where  1  was,  I  am  :  and  what  I  held 
I  hold.     But  thoo  thine  evor-changing  place 
Hath  changed  already.     Prince  of  passing  ills, 
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Wliat  I  SKuk  I  ficd 
Iq  thy  despite  :  and  whii,t  I  find  I  wio, 
Thfs  Cross  of  Christ, 


The  Cross  of  Christ  wins  ihcc. 
As  Buna  draw  forth  the  vapors  they  dissolve, 
So  Love  drnwa  Hate,  Tcuth,  Falsehood,  to  itself 
Whoso  touch  annuls  them ;  ever  doomed  to  seek 
Their  destined  diaaolntion.     Take  thy  road. 
Destroyer,  to  destruction  I     Seize  thy  time. 
And  all  thy  power  expend ;  whose  lime  is  brief. 
Brief  shall  thy  time  be,  Satan,  by  so  mneh 
As  most  thy  power  is  in  that  time  put  forth. 
Do  tbou  This  Tree  the  dianal  stamJard  make 
Of  all  the  hosla  of  Darkness.     Hillier  call 
The  legioned  lies,  and  wraths,  aad  wix)ngs,  that  lurk 
In  life's  yet  dubious  twilight.     Here,  where  Christ, 
Por  man's  sake,  was  bj  man's  htmd  crucifieil. 
Let  Christless  churches  cmcify  man's  heart ; 
Where  pity  bled,  let  pitiless  priests  proclaim 
Bloody  dominion  ;  man's  oppressors  all, 
Where  hnng  man's  Saviour,  here  their  sceptres 

What  then  t     0  all  unwise  in  wickedness ! 
The  faster  thou,  to  quench  this  hindlod  firs 
Of  deathless  love,  devouring  deathfnl  ills, 
Shalt  heap  together  fi'om  the  tangled  tracts 
Of  thorny  Time  all  stubborn-hearted  hales. 
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So  much  Ihe  sooner,  Satan,  shall  all  these 

Be  blasWd,  burned,  obliterated,  borne 

Into  oblivion,  —  and,  with  these,  thyself 

(The  fleedog  shadow  of  a  faded  shape 

Of  darkness  in  a  uniyerse  of  light, 

Like  Sodom's  bumed-ont  guilt  in  gathered  smoke 

Above  her  smouldering  ashes,  which  anon 

Left  stainless  the  eternal  heavens)  depart 

I  know  not  to  what  place  of  unrevealad 

Employment  in  tiie  Perffeclness  of  Power 

That  perfects  all  things. 

Thou,  and  what  is  thine, 
AU  pomps,  all  powers,  not  legalized  bj  love. 
All  forma  of  faith  that  fall  as  faiih  exceeds. 
All  bonds  that  bind,  all  burdens  tJiat  oppress. 
Conventions,  sects,  exclusions,  eamities, 
Earth,  as  Hale  makes  it,  —  hut  the  porch  of  Hell ; 
Heaven,  aa  Fear  sees  it,  —  but  a  boartjess  eye 
Pixl  m  the  forehead  of  a  iirowning  Fate, 
Shall  surely  pass,  and  haply  pass  away ; 
But  not  the  Word  that  Heavea  and  Eaith  this  day 
Recorded.     Therefore,  All  is  well,  I  say. 
Peace   and   good-will  —  God's  Will  —  to   man  1 

Clod's  will  be  done  on  Earth  —  good  will  to  men  — 
Even  as  in  Heaven. 


Angel,  ay  i     Ea 
Human  voices  <•/  those  that  bear  the  body 
/atntly  heard  m  the  diflimee,  dying  at 
Courage,  0  friends  !  endure  ; 
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Live  —  as  He  taught  us  —  pare : 

Die  —  as  He  left  us  —  free. 
Freed  from  the  world  that  hound  as, 

Lot  the  new  lift  begin  ! 
What  know  we  of  aught  around  us  ? 

We  kQow  but  what  is  within. 
Not  of  the  world  was  He 

When  out  of  the  world  He  chose  na 
And  not  of  the  world  are  we : 

And  what,  if  the  world  oppose  ual 
Stru^le  we  must,  and  strive. 

Sorrow,  and  suto  paia  : 
Die  ever  that  we  may  live  : 

Lose  often  that  we  may  gain. 
Say  ye  not  unto  the  soul, 
"  Kest,  soul  I  it  is  over."     Lo, 
Beyond  us  is  ever  the  goal. 

And  forever  before  us  the  fiie ! 
The  strife  that  on  earth  is  begun, 

Not  on  earth  is  it  ended,  sure. 
The  cause  is  eternal,  one 

With  the  Godhead.     Wherefore  eni 
By  the  evil  here  and  Ihcre 

Try  we,  and  teat  we,  the  good  ; 
And  0,  what  if  the  evil  were 

Good,  only  misunderstood  % 
Tor,  knowing  not  what  is  below. 

We  know  not  what  is  above  : 
But  that  all  is  mjll  we  know. 

Knowing  that  all  is  love. 
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^SSw&i  And  strong,  as  bulks  of  brsaen  gods, 

that  stand, 
Bare-bodied,  with  helmed  head  and  arrafid  hand. 
All  masEive  monumentid  thoughts  of  bet's 
Rome's  mind  had  mnrfced  in  stalely  characters 
Agwnst  the  world's  horizon.     These,  at  last. 
Fading,  as  darkness  deepened  through  her  vast 
Dominion,  Rome  became  mere  space,  spread  forth. 
Confused  and   shapeless,  east,  west,  south,  and 

And,  the  whole  homeless  eacth  thus  made  her 

Rome  now  might  nowhere  rid  herself  of  Rome. 
The  heavens  were  all  distempered  with  the  breath 
Of  her  old-age.     She,  very  nigh  to  death, 
Paced  through  her  perishing  world  in  search  of 
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Unpoisoned  by  hecself ;  but  ererywhere. 
Like  CliBC  Gceek  giant  ta  whose  frenzied  Srama 
The  blood  of  his  slain  foo  clnng  fast  ae  flame, 
Withering  the  mighly  limbs  he  could  not  free 
From  their  disastrous  trophy,  so  did  she, 
Choked  by  her  own  ensanguined  purple,  pant. 


Komo,  in  all  places  earth's  inhabitaut. 
In  no  place  earth's  poaseesor  any  more, 
Was  thua  by  Rome  piivaned  from  shore  to  shore 
And,  in  that  rast  and  sombre  universe 
Which  was  her  dying  chamber,  't  was  Rome's  euj 
To  see  the  shadows  change  to  substances. 
The  substances  lo  shadows ;  and  all  these 
Mocked  her  dim  eye  with  their  delirious  train. 
For  now,  from  Power  decayed,  in  the  dnll  wane 
And  wofnl  waadng  out  of  her  spent  day, 
Sick  vapors  rose  that,  rolling  vagne  and  gray, 
Unshapod  the  face  of  everything  thai  was. 


That  severe  Senate,  once  by  Cyneas 

To  gods  in  synod  likened,  was  become 

Mere  kenuel  for  the  curs  that  crammed  in  Bome 

(Rome,  — robbed  in  turn  by  Goth,  Hun,  Vandal, 

Gaul, 
And,  having  all  devoured,  devoured  by  all !) 
Earth's  oflal,  —  the  filched  filth  of  every  land ; 
Mongrels,   they  licked   each  new-mado   master's 

Snarling  at  one  another.     Gorged  with  gore. 
The  purple  gluttons  of  the  globu,  —  no  more 
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They,  whose  tremendous  sires  were  fain,  to  tug 
For  savage  nurture  at  the  she-wolf's  dug, 
Willi  MaTors  marched,  beneath  the  Birii  of  Jove, 
To  acale  the  shaken  walla  0'  the  world.      Craft 

throve 
As  courage  failed,     Hor,  now,  the  People  rose, 
And  clamored,  but  the  Courtier,  plotting  close. 
Bided  his  time,  and  stabbed.   Thas  tyranls,  dying. 
Made  room  for  tyrants :  tyranny  thus  vying 
With  tyranny ;  to  suit  which  slavery 
With  fllavery,  and  fear  with  fear,  did  vie ; 
While  Roniaa  swords,  for  daggers  used,  were  red 
With  murder,  not  with  conquest.     At  the  head 
Of  Rome's  worst  rabble  (ill  revering  it  1) 
A  new  Beli^on's  weird  labarum,  writ 
On  Rome's  red  ensigns  by  a  Faith  unknown 
To  Rome's  rude  sirea,  from  Tiber,  now,  to  Rhone, 
Replaced  her  Senate's  and  her  People's  name : 
Claiming  whose  sancdon,  in  contempt  of  shame, 
Blood-smeared  Brntality  with  grim  Disgrace 
Conpled,  like  dogs,  upon  the  public  place. 
Slander,  the  stylos.  Treason  plied  the  kniffe : 
And,  preaching  peace.  Religion  pracliaed  strife. 


Old  things  had  ceaeed,  nor  new  things  yet  begun. 
To  justify  their  place  beneath  the  sun. 
The  Future  and  the  Past,  contending,  wronght 
To  wreck  the  Present,  for  whose  iaith  they  fooght; 
And,  in  the  barbarous  bosom  of  the  new. 
Grimly  the  worn-out  old  world's  vices  grew. 
Some  pure  Panician,  in  whose  veins  yet  ran 
The  scornful  blood  of  sires  Eirnrian, 
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Saw,  newly  nhvinod,  as,  frowning,  past  he  trod. 
The  Mother  of  the  Galilean  God, 
And  cursed  her ;  some  hoofc-noseil  Antiochone, 
Whose  great-grandfathoc  Pnul'a   first  prize  had 

Among  the  Eabbins,  on  the  other  aide 
Passing,  beheld  start  naked,  wanton-eyed, 
Stont-bodied  Venue  in  her  ancient  place. 
And  spat,  devontly  brutal,  in  her  face ; 
Some  half-bred  Ctesiir,  waiting  for  his  chance. 
Bowed  to  both  godiJesscs,  and,  with  a  glance 
Behind  him,  passed,  suspicious,  on  his  way. 


Rome,  in  the  main,  for  her  part,  like  some  gray. 

Bedridden  beldam,  petulant  and  weak, 

That   from   her  own   stout  lirstborn'a   sunburnt 

cheek, 
And  brawny  arm,  turns,  captious,  to  caress 
The  sprawling  grandchild  on  her  knees,  and  bless 
With  mumbling  lip  tie  unswaddled  ipfeney 
Whose  manhood  will  not  dawn  before  she  die. 
Less  loyed  whatever  vested  of  her  prime 
Than  the  loud  childhood  of  the  later  time : 
And  the  new  creed,  as  babes  are  by  the  nurse, 
^Fondled  and  scolded,  and  both  ways  made  worse. 
Babbling,  clenched  baby  clutches  to  destroy 
Both  Hun  and  moon.     An  empire  was  its  toy. 
Donatns,  with  fierce  fingers  dipped  in  gall, 
Dragged  down  Clcihen  through  the  councils  all ; 
Trom  sultry  churches  CarthageDian 
~         Tents  cold  in  Aries  the  echoes  ran 

les,  oil  pure  Christian,  in  bad  Greek ; 
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Cidlien  damned  Donatus.     Shriek  for  shi'iok, 

And  stab  foe  stub,  with  gliidintorini  gnst, 

And,  clamorous,   scftCteriug  cumbrous  clouds  of 

The  weU-matched  tiieologic  athletes  strove, 
While  C83sar,  smiling,  eyed  Ihcm  from  above. 
Meanwhile,  amid  the  hubbub,  HOftlamied, 
That  "  Christian  Cicero,"  Lactantius,  charmed 
Young  Crispue ;  dtid  in  smoothest  Latin  praised 
Those  Christian  virtues  on  whose  worlt  he  gazed ; 
Discomfited  the  Polytheist  eoro. 
And  smoto  the  fall'n  Olympians  by  the  score ; 
Slaughtering,  with  finely  pointed  periods 
Of  borrowed  Ciceronian,  Cicero's  gods. 


Then,  when  Lieinius,  Home's  last  Roman,  saw 
The  gods,  his  sires  had  worshipt  with  grave  aive. 
By  slave,  and  savage,  pimp,  buffoon,  and  priest 
Scorned  and  insulted,  "Unavenged,  at  least. 
The  great  gods  die  not ! "  groaned  the  gray  old 

i\nd,  breaking  bound  from  wilds  Pannonian, 

He,  with  a  remnant  rallied  lo  the  name 

Of  Jove  ihe  Avenger,  crossed  the  world,  and  came. 

Camping  on  Hebrus,  to  conftont  Ihe  Sign 

Of  that  new  Creed  proclaimed  by  Constantine. 
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PART     II. 

TUB  MAN. 


Evening.     At  morn  the  battle.     Met  at  last, 
Stood,  face  to  face,  the  Future  and  the  Past. 
Under  the  wild  and  sullen  hills  of  Thcace, 
Ominous,  wrathful,  ruin  in  his  face. 
On  the  last  day  of  his  own  deity 
The  sun  sunk.     Mystic  lights,  from  sky  to  sty. 
Shot  meieoriu  through  the  startled  stars, 
O'er  regions  named  from  him  that,  born  of  Mara, 
First  rwgned  among  those  snowy  mountain- tops, 
What  time  gray  Saturn  by  the  sons  of  Ops 
Was,  in  his  turn  —  as,  by  himself,  had  been 
Ccelus,  his   sice  —  dethroned.      For   Power,  not 

In  Hearen,  one  hand  holds  ever.     There,  whila 

Eome'a  antique  ensigns,  Jove's  own  Bird  once 

Spread  his  broad  wings  npon  the  gloomy  air, 
The  robed  Haruspices,  with  silent  care. 
Prepared  the  victim,  and  asperged  the  shrine 
Mysteriously  with  sprinkled  meal  and  wine 
And  frankincense,  till  all  together  gleamed 
The  altars  of  the  Twelve  Great  Giods,  and  streamed 
With  fragrant  fumes,     A  shont  of  pride :  a  sound 
Of  shields  in  closing  circle  clasht  ^  round 
The  central  camp :  where  martial  cymbals  clanged 
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"  EomaaB,  whose  pride  is  by  your  namo  approved, 
The  immortal  gods,  tliat  to  your  fathers  gave 
Thu  empire  Ibey  uow  call  their  sods  to  save, 
From  yonder  altars  on  those  sons  look  down, 
Am)  all  Olympns  deems  our  cause  its  own. 
With  us  the  gods  to  battle  go ;  with  us 
Whatever  rests  of  Borne  yet  virtaoos. 
Vet  Roman :  all  of  mnnhood  left  on  earth. 
Of  godhood  left  in  Heaven.     From  every  hearth, 
Where  Eoman  sons  revere  heroic  sires 
Our  hearts  have  cangbl  liecediEary  fires. 
Each  Boman  here,  Co  rescue  Eome  het  laws, 
Her  gods,  her  memories,  bev  manhood,  draws 
The  sword  Rome  gave  hov  children,      Friends, 

Kot  us  alone,  but  the  great  gods,  oppose. 
!False  to  the  faith  of  their  forefathers,  they. 
To  change  Rome's  laws,  and  chase  her  gods  away. 
Have  armed  Dishonor.     Such  their  cause.     Our 

To  serve,  and  save,  the  old  worth,  the  old  renown 
Of  all  that  made  Bome,  Boue.     A  cause  so  Just 
E,  with  just  faith,  to  the  great  goda  intrust ; 
Whose  cause  it  is.     But  if,  O  friends,  in  truth. 
All  we  now  fight  ibr,  —all  lliat  to  our  youth 
Wes  sacred,  all  that  to  our  age  is  dear, 
The  greatness  of  the  gods  that  we  revei-e. 
The  manful  Past,  that  manly  minds  admire. 
The  immortal  name  of  Rome's  immortal  sire. 
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TliB  urns  wharwn  our  fathers'  dost  is  laid. 
The  shriBBB  they  built  us,  aod  the  laws  they  made, 
Ay,  eveu  the  bnuners  that  they  bore  in  war!  — 
Were  all  these  things  less  noble  than  they  are, 
Yet  where,  in  fortune's  poorest  st»,te,  is  he, 
So  poor  in  apirit,  that  can  enduro  to  see 
Fouled  by  the  rabble  on  his  own  hearth  flooi' 
The  meanest  garb  that  his  dead  fothcr  wore? 
Or  what  man  breathes,  though  born  of  huinhlcfit 

birth. 
That  hallows  not  whate'er  remains  on  earth,  — 
Each  fr^lest  relic,  and  each  feeblest  traee, 
His  revereat  love  can  rescue  from  disgrace,  — 
Of  her  that  bore  him  t     Direr  monster  none. 
Since  Pyrrha's  age,  hath  preyed  on  earth,  nor  donO 
More  impious  deed,  than  this  untathered  Faith ; 
Man's  memories  all  unmothoring  by  a  breath 
Which  blights  t3ie  Present,  strikes  the  godlike  Fast 
GodloBS,  and  doth  the  barran  Future  blast 
Bars  of  the  bright  presiding  Powers  that  blest 
Our  great  forefathers,  gone  to  glorious  rest; 
They  in  whose  names,  with  pure  libations 
Full-poured,  our  mothers  blest  their  nnbom  sons ; 
Man's  fair  fiimiliar  Presidencies  all. 
Whose  fbrms  made  sacred  even  a  foeraan's  hall ! 
These,  whom  we  fight  for,  are  the  gods  that  fought 
For  great  Achilles ;  are  the  gods  tiiat  brought 
The  wise  Ulysses  to  his  island  home, 
And   bvouglit  from   Troy  the   patriarch   sire  of 

Them  old  Homorus,  them  Virgilius,  sung : 
Thom   hovoee  worshipt;    them  we   know.     This 

young 
New-found  half-god,  Jew-born  and  bastard  both, 
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Palron  of  slaves,  and  Power  of  apstart  growth, 
Wliere   was   ho   when   Troy  bnrned?    Enough! 

We  know 
Whose  cause  is  ours,  —  Eome's  cause!  whose  foe, 

—  Kome's  foe ! 
Whose  gods,  —  Rome's  gods !      la  hands,   more 

mighty  &a 
Than  ours,  the  mighty  issues  of  this  war 
Hang.     If  ne  fidl,  Gomans,  with  us  falls  all 
Itomans  hare  lived  for.     But  we  cannot  fall. 
Home  cannot  fall,  while  yet  of  Rome  there  be 
A  score  of  Romans  left  to  cry  with  mo, 
'  Honor  to  oar  dead  fethers ! '  " 


Proud  he  spate 
And  from  that  armed  auditory  brake 
The  multitudinous  echo  of  his  nund. 
In  huuian-hoarted  thunder,  the  niglit  wind 
H*)lli;d  hoarso  above  the  hattlc-hoape'd  ground. 
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But  afterward;  when,  save  the  steel-sliod  sound 

0'  the  surly  senliael  fi'om  tent  to  tent, 

The  camps  were  silent,  and  iJie  night  far  spent, 

Licinius,  rising  in  the  restless  night. 

Mused  by  the  altars  of  his  gods. 


Faint  light 
Streamed  from  the  faded  emhers,  and  faint  fume. 
O'er  all  his  spirit  a  supernatural  gloom 
Had  &irn,  and  that  profound  disco  uragemeut 
Which  a^zes  on  the  soul  whose  passion,  spent 
In  stormy  thought,  leaves  action  half  unnerved. 
In  dead  cold  skies  the  dark  east,  unobserved. 
Waxed  sallow.     Dead'CoId  inflnences  passed 
About  the  old  man's  heart.     Liciuios  cast 
His  hody  npou  the  ground,  and  felt  a  Fear 
Plant  its  foot  on  him  in  the  darkness  drear, 
And  prayed  intensely,  as  men  only  pray 
When  Fear  is  on  them.     Terror  passed  away. 
A  mystic  wind  was  moving  in  his  hair : 
And  hands  unearthly  touched  him  unaware. 


He,  gazing  up  against  the  scattered  gleam 
Of  the  late  stars,  what  time  her  dragon  team 
The  night's  moon-fronlcd  maiden  charioteer 
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Down  o'er  the  dark  norld'e  edge  was  driving  clear. 
Saw  —  bright  above  the  black  aod  massy  eatth, 
From  cope  to  base —  beyond  the  utmost  girtli 
Of  their  wide-orbad  horizons,  the  intense 
And  intricate  heavens,  with  silent  vehemence. 
Buret  Bupematurallj  open ;  as  though 
A  bud  shoidd  in  a  moment's  time,  not  grow. 
But  change  itself,  into  a  flower  full-blown. 


To  his  sole  eight  was  such  a  marvel  shown. 
The  fair  Olympians,  all  at  once,  and  all 
Together,  in  the  Ambrosial  Banquet  Hall  1 
Each  august  countenance  (vast  gladness  closed 
In  eomplele  calm)  inef^bly  composed 
To  aa  awfiil  beauty.     Unendnrably  bare 
The  bright  celestial  nakedueraes  were. 
And,  far  behind  those  Heavenly  Presences, 


Heayen's  self  lay 
Of  the  unsounded 
Of  what 
In  the  same  everJasti 


Listening,  the  white  it  answered,  did  immerse 
The  Bonnd  within  the  siieutnesa  of  things. 
Ughts  —  meteors  —  mystic  messengers,  with  wings, 
Wands,   trumpets,   crowns'  —  silently   came    and 

In  the  profound  bnt  lucid  element 
Of  that  unfathomable,  far  abysm, 
Whprein  (as,  cloven  by  the  crystal  prism 
It  pierces,  ono  pure  ra,j  of  perfect  light 
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Dotli  iata  ilivers  colors  dieunite 

And  scatter  ita  nncolorcd  unity) 

Life,  —  all  the  vast  varieties,  Chat  lie 

In  Life's  vast  oneness,  loosed.     Befitting  form 

Each  Spirit  shaped  itself  from  calm,  or  Etortn, 

Snow,  fire,  rain,  thatider,  and  seartlivillwig  wind: 

All  creatures  of  the  All-cre^ve  Mind, 

That  makes  each  moment,  and  each  moment  mars 

Its  own  imaginings :  thoughts,  many  as  stars. 

Or  bii'ds  innumerable  upon  the  wing: 

Some,  with  congenial  chance  iucamating 

Their  restless  essence,  aud  so,  brightening  :  some. 

As  soon  as  horn,  dissolved  within  the  dome 

Of  that  deop-Lghted  distance.     Underneath, 

The  dim  world,  wr^t  in  mist  of  mortal  breath, 

liDw  glimmering,  sea  aud  land.     And  all  about 

Tho  bulted  orb,  close-coiling  in  and  out, 

Like  a  sleek  snake  with  vacy-colored  back. 

Glittered  the  constellated  zodiac. 

But,  over  sav^e  peata  in  lonesome  lands. 

Plains   strewn   with   battle,  billowy   seas,  blows 

sands 
Where  round  the  ragged  bulks  of  broken  ships 
The  white  foam  whirled,  —  and  over  lealj-  slips 
Of  sunken  lawns,  lone  isles,  and  slumbrous  lakes. 
Where   naked   nymphs  luted   fauns  from   forest 

brakes. 
To  roaring  citios,  girt  witli  gated  wails 
{Whitening  whose  masoned  floors  at  intervals, 
'TwiJtt  bridges  piled,  and  dark  with  passing  droves, 
Past  milk-white  temples,  past  green  temple  groves. 
Tall  obelisks,  and  Btntues  somnolent. 
Along  the  streeted  wharves  tho  water  went 
Barge-laden),  sHded  down  the  silent  sky. 
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BcarinE  disaster,  benring  victory, 
With  benedintions  these,  as  thoso  with  ills, 
The  viewless  heralds  of  the  lleavonly  Wills, 
Unmindful  of  the  muvmuring  of  mankind. 


All  vague  ae  vapor  shapen  by  the  wind 
To  mimic  moanttun,  cape,, or  continent. 
That  every  moment  ehanges,  came  and  went, 
With  wondrauB  modulation  matiifbl<t, 
The  vision  of  that  marvellous  movement,  rolled 
Around  the  aon^  orb  of  Cireiimatanco, 
Jicvolving  in  lie  mai^nless  expanse 
Wliereou  the  serene  doors  aiiil  porches  all 
Of  that  sablimc  god-bnildod  Banquet  Hall 
Opening,  let  in  and  out  Eternity. 


There,  inidmoEl  of  his  kindred  godheads,  high 
.In  contemplative  glory,  and  calm  as  mom 
On  lone  Olympus  {where  no  fbot  hath  worn 
Heaven'a  white  snow  from  the  suntmit  of  the 

world) 
Sat  Father  Jove.     From  whose  crowned  temples 

curled 
The  locks  that,  shaken,  shake  the  woody  tops 
Of  scornful  hills,  and  o'er  the  fall-oared  crops 
Boll  blighting  thunders,  in  storms,  white  or  blue, 
Of  hail  and  rain.      Broad-browed,  broad-bearded 
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He,  leaning  forward,  tightly  heM.     All  bare 
The  god's  broad  chest  and  ample  ehoulders  were 
For  gods,  in  company  with  gods,  forego 
Disguises  meant  for  men  ;  but  all  below 
His  spaeiona  waist,  in  floods  of  massy  fold, 
I'rom  bis  large  kneea  the  lilied  vestnre  rolled : 
Lest  mortal  eyes  should,  even  in  Heaven,  espy 
Aught  save  ihe  robs  that  wraps  the  Deity. 


Firm  by  Jove's  foot,  watching  the  heedless  piay 
Of  the  low-flighted  world,  his  purblind  prey. 
Perched  on  the  sheaved  thniidere,  with  keen  eye. 
The  dnaky-ftathered  King  of  Birds.     Hard  by, 
At  the  right  hand  of  her  great  spouse,  the  Queen. 
Of  scorn,  majestic,  with  man-qneiling  mien. 
And  regnant  eyes,  whose  lai^e  looks  everywhere 
Were   felt  in   Heaven,   gaaed   from   her  blazing 

Whereon,  to  left  and  right,  from  either  side 
Four  crested  peacooks  drooped  their  Ai^aa^yed 
Junoni^i  trEuns.     Behind,  above  her  head 
The  attendant  Iris,  her  handmaiden,  spread 
Her  bright  bow,  woven  from  the  azure  grain 
Of  the  midsummer  silver-threaded  rain. 
That  eloquent  spirit  of  the  woodland  air. 
Men  call  the  caokoo  (which,  being  bodiless  there. 
Needs  not,  and  builds  not,  any  nest  on  earth) 
Sat  on  her  slatety  sceptre. 
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Whata,  round  that  Twain,  the  lesser  godheads  all. 
At  ease  reclining  by  tbe  ambrosial  board, 
Iq  rosy  circle  ranged.     Save  one :  Hell's  lord. 
The    black-browed    Pinto.      Thcoagh    Heaven's 

elondy  gaps. 
Where  Inrk  rtie  lightnings,  no  loud  thunder-claps 
CorapanioQ  (they  whoso  sport  on  sultry  nights 
Peoples  the  peaked  horizon  with  pale  lights) 
His  gloomy  kingdoms  on  the  nether  deep 
Glimmered,  as  drearai  do  through  the  gates  of 

Sleep; 
From  earth  vemoTed  than  earth  is  from  the  snn 
Thrice  farther ;  where  sulphureona  Phlegethon 
Vomits  his  sullen  ooze,  —  main  sewer  of  sin. 
That,  in  Hell  ended,  doih  on  earth  begin. 
There,  dubions  in  the  light  by  Hecate  brewed 
For  ghastly  uses,  a  vast  multitude 
Of  shapes  —  all  shadows  of  the  lives  of  men  — 
Continnally  coming,  sought  the  deo 
Man's  tear  diy«  In  his  conscience  for  his  crimes : 
The  outcasts  of  all  i^ies,  from  all  cUmes, 
Boomed  by  ei\  creeds ;  Eeligion's  shipwrecked 

Barbarian,  Roman,  Christian,  Greek,  and  Jew ; 
Who,  in  the  glare  of  that  disastrous  light. 
Gazed  on  each  other's  faces  (dismal  sightl) 
And  knew  themselves,  at  last,  fbr  kinsmen  drear. 
The  common  offspring  of  one  parent,  Fear. 
For,  though  man  change  his  gods  fall  many  times, 
Yet  changed  gods  change  not  man,  nor  he  his 

Still  from  the  knowledge  of  himself  he  bi'eeds 
Feai's  that  inafce  Hell  the  helpmate  of  all  creeds, 
Or  old  or  new.     And,  even  already,  all 
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The  brazen  bonnd  of  that  Tai'tarean  wall, 
Which  not  the  gods  themselvos  can  overleap. 
In  ivindj  cirenit  o'er  the  snlphurouB  deep, 
Ilalf-Gothie  towers,  lij  monkish  maaona  built. 
Put  dimlj  forth,     lllnnght  but  the  shame  luiit  guitt 
Swmed  real  in  the  ghostly  flnx  below 
Of  evriniming  change,  that  sui^eil  (Vom  woe  to 

So,  flexile  as  man's  e 

Whose  masonry  all  « 

In  one  immease  metropolis  of  Pain, 

Though  moored  by  Fear  upon  a  midnight  main, 

Tet  pace  ivith  time  Hell's  fluent  stractnrea  kept, 

BVom  each  new  arehitectnrid  adept 

Freah  grininess  winning. 


But  all  this  was  seen 
In  fluctuation  indisiinct  between 
The  gaps  of  Heaven,  through  filmy  distances 
Of  darkness,  wild  as  wicked  ftincy  is  ; 
Nor  marred  the  mu'th  of  tiiat  Olympian  tijast 
More   than   spots    floating   on   the   sun's   bdght 

breast 
Darken  his  glory. 

Only,  in  the  first 
Amazing  moment,  when  the  vision  burst 
On  him  that  saw  it,  Hebe,  filling  up 
With  nectaroaa  csnomel  a  glorious  cup. 
Paused,  as  she  poured,  and  stared,  with  open  eyes 
And  open  month,  in  half-ilisplHaacil  stir|irise, 
Upon  the  wondering  mortal.     t"or  he  had, 
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To  hor,  the  evor-insoleutly-glad. 
In  the  great  hmnun  siulness  of  his  face, 
The  aspect  of  a  creature  out  of  p]ace : 
As  though  into  her  golden  cup  luid  di'oppod 
A  sudden  spider.    Ganjmede,  loo,  slopped 
Teasing  Jovc'a  Eagle ;  who,  witli  a  great  cry, 
Euse,  roughed  his  feathers,  seemed  aboat  lo  fly, 
But,  seeing  Jove  so  quiet,  drooped  his  wing, 
And  waited  watchfol  of  Wa  keen-eyed  king, 
Venus  with  glance  disdainfal  turned  to  scan 
The  old  man's  ftce ;  then,  seeing  that  the  man 
Was  chopped  wilh   battle,   sim-bronaed,   seamed 

with  scars, 
She,  whose  white  arm  was  round   the  throat  of 

Mars, 
Pointed  a  rosy  finger,  veiling  half 
In  her  soft  eyes  a  little  mirthful  laugh 
Under  delicious  lids  dark-lashed.     But  he 
Looked  on  his  worshipper  reraorsefWly, 
As  some  gra^e  chiefUia,  when  the  sti'ifb  is  done. 
Safe  and  unhurt  himself,  might  gaze  upon 
His  wounded  battle-hoi'se  about  lo  die. 
Araor,  that,  Kifling  with  his  bow  hard  by, 
Noticed  not  this  new-comer  of  the  earth 
(He  having  both  eyes  bandaged  from  his  birth) 
Guessed,  with  Hint  instinct  arch  to  children  given 
For  mischievous  occasion  {since,  through  Heaven, 
The  babble  of  the  mighty  banquet  hall 
Suddenly  ceased,  a  moment's  space)  that  all 
The  attention  of  the  goda  was  oecHpied  ; 
And  furtively,  by  Dian  unespied, 
From  her  chaste  quiver  stole  the  arrows  keen, 
And,  in  their  places,  with  mock-ecrioiis  mien. 
The  rosy  rascat-hoarted  child  liis  own 
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Lasdvioua  litfle  winged  darte  dropped  down. 
Poor  Psyche,  with  sad  eyes,  silent,  apart, 
Sdt  watching  har  boy-spouse :  and  wished  his  dart 
Had  ever  been  like  Dian's.     For,  though  now 
The  wrath  appeased  of  Venns  did  allow 
To  her,  as  true  wife  of  her  troant  lord, 
Piace  by  his  side  at  the  ambrosial  board, 
Tet  on  her  stil!  the  great  gods  looked  askance. 
As  a  new-comer,  of  small  cu'cumstance. 
And  donbtfnl  origin ;  and  lighl-heaned  Lore 
'Mid  loose-zoned  goddesses  was  wont  to  rove 
Not  seldom,  with  no  Psyche  by  hia  side : 
"  For,"  said  they  all,  "  't  is  (it  that  one  allied 
Beneath  hira,  to  his  nobler  native  place 
Setorning,  should  coniiort  with  his  own  race. 
Hot  tamely  tied  to  a  mate  of  raeanei-  birth." 
Such  things  in  Heaven  once,  and  oft  on  eai'th. 
Have  been.     So  Psyche  mourned  to  find  Love  we<i 
Was  not  Love  fist :  thongh  siaiely  Hymen  s^d 
Much  to  console  her,  whispering  at  her  ear : 
"  Love  comes  and  goes :  but  I  am  ever  here ; 
Look  in  my  face  :  am  I  not  f^  1  "     And  she. 
Sighing,  said  only :  "  O  Hymen,  counsel  me. 
If  thou  art  wise,  how  souls  may  hold  Love  close  1" 
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And  tremble,  ia  a  sumptuous  summer  noon, 
And  all  the  under  aJr  is  still,  so  etill 
'I!  hat  no  leaf  stirs,  o'er  some  ethereal  hill 
Bound  which  heaven's  highest  influences  range 
Invisibly,  a  cloud,  with  solemn  change, 
Begins  to  move;  drooping  his  globed  glory 
Slowly  adown  that  inland  promontory ; 
So  down  Olympus  moved  the  Lyric  God, 
Msjestic.     All  his  serious  visage  glowed 
With  inner  light,  and  music,  mixt  with  fire, 
Sfreiimed  from  the  strings  of  his  Mercurial  lyre, 
Preluding  prophecy. 


Severe  he  stood 
Above  the  Eoman,  resting  in  a  flood 
Of  radiance  cleat,  and  thas  Btei'u  speech  began  : 

"  III  counselled,  and  rash-spiriled  old  maul 
Learn  to  revere  the  all-wise  Necessity, 
That  to  the  unceasing  wheel  of  Time,  whereby 
Bartli  takes  the  sliape  by  Heaven  designed,  holds 
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Man's  ductile  clay;  wid,  witli  tlie  solid  Past 
Fusing  the  fluid  Pfeaent's  ardors,  dotli 
Tlio  briglit  fantastic  Futnra  form  flviu  both. 
Dcom'st  thou  that,  at  thy  summons,  shall  return 
To  earth  tiie  Powers  whose  paring  footsteps  sjiui-n 
Slirines  whece  forever,  since  bis  course  tn^an, 
The  Names  man  worships  are  belied  by  man  f 
I  will  nnfold  the  full  mind  of  the  gods. 
From  men  obscured  by  Time's  dull  periods. 
Por  man  was  on  the  earth  ere  ire,  that  are 
Not  his  flrst  teachers,  nor  his  last,  ware  'waro 
Of  his  anblost  condition ;  who,  baing^  born 
Abore  the  brutes,  is  bnt  the  more  forlorn, 
If  missing  consciousness  of  auglii  above 
HiiKself,  for  him,  in  turn,  to  serve  and  love. 
Wo,  therefore,  then,  with  gentle  visitings. 
To  eacth  descended ;  and,  from  louesonke  springSj 
And  hollow  woods,  lending  to  mountain  winds. 
And  forest  letivea,  our  laagnage,  with  men's  minds 
Iluld  commune  ;  prompting  man,  by  wishfulnesa 
For  the  divinenesa  of  tJiings  feir,  to  press 
Strong  search  for  what  they  only  find  that  seek. 
Until,  at  length,  from  every  river  croeli, 
And  winding  vale,  and  wooded  mountain,  stole 
Upon  man's  sense,  in  viaiMe  shape,  the  whole 
Society  of  that  immocMl  life 
Which,  mingling  with  man's  own,  made  strong  its 

strili^ 
Inspired  its  contemplation,  beautified 
lie  being,  and,  ennobling  eoith,  allied 
Men,  by  gods  visited,  Ki  goils,  by  men 
Sought  and  perceived.     Hor  were  we  churlish  then 
To  mortals.     Wisdom,  ont  of  whisperous  trees. 
More  sweet  than  wiiilost  honey  by  wild  heea 
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Sutked   from    Mills uminei-'s   ruins,    W    shepherd 

Wo  ponteii  in  oracles ;  and  a£  men's  feasts 
SaC  down  tikiniliar,  or  beside  their  lieHrths  ; 
Teacljing  Old  Age  how  l>est  tlie  dtedal  earth's 
Wind-sown  abundance,  wiglit,  by  skill  increased, 
Be  liarvested,  when  manful  Youtli  tbe  beast. 
That's  foe  to  man,  had,  helped  of  us,  subdued : 
Youth,  whose  yet  earnest  eyes  in  ours  first  viewed 
The  images  of  what  man's  lit^  might  be 
By  imitating  gods  1     Neither  did  we 
Withhold  tbe  godlike  ^ft  of  glorious  Song. 
DrntMi  we  found  man's  life,  tbe  brutes  among ; 
Beauteous  we  strove  to  make  it ...  .  strove  in  vain  1 
Since  man's  low  nature,  failing  to  attain 
The  life  of  gods,  bat  tilolied  from  gods  their  names 
To  ddiy  what  most  d^rades,  most  shames, 
The  liffe  of  man.     Ill  thanked  was  all  our  toil  I 
To  glorify  earth's  clay,  O,  not  to  soil 
Heaven's  azure !  came  we  from  the  kmdly  skies, 
LKindling  immortal  fire  in  mortal  eyes. 
We  gave  men  Beauty.     But  our  gift,  misused. 
Hath  wronged  tiie  givers.     Have  Dot  men  abused 
i-')ur  very  names,  involiing  them  amiss 
To  deify  ill  deeds  ?     Was  it  for  this 
D  ian  is  chaste  -i  Mars  hrave  ?  and  Venus  fiur  ' 
A  nd  Jove  jnst-minded  ^     Wherefore,  whatsoe'er 
Henceforth  men  worship  (whose  base  sense,  indeed. 
With  its  own  baseness  grown  content,  hath  need — 
If  any  price  man's  race  may  ransom  yet 
From  bondage  10  its  own  had  life  —  to  get. 
By  sharp  compulsion  of  Heaven's  highest  will. 
Keen  knowledge  of  a  nobler  godhentl,  still 
More  poKnt,  or  more  pitiful,  than  ours. 
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Whose  images  men's  hands  have  hid  with  flowers 
So  thick,  men's  eyes  no  longer  mark  the  frown 
On  each  iironged  forehead   'neath  its   Bhamefni 

We,  at  the  least,  resign  man's  earth,  and  man. 
To  fates  bj  us  no  more  controlled.     Nor  can 
Man's  worship  moek  onr  altars  any  more. 
Hot  nnto  ns,  henceforOi,  yonr  priests  shall  pour 
The  vicljni'fl   blood.     Kot  onrs,  henceforth,   the 

Invoiced  on  eai'th  lo  sanction  earth's  worst  Bhames. 
Hot  emulating  service  in  our  canse 
Shall  Fraud  fbi^a  Heaven's  approval  of  the  laws 
Bevised  by  wicked  Force  to  sanction  Wrong. 
Not  ours  the  worshippers  whose  zeal  shall  throng 
Dungeons  with  dying,  eharnel  dens  vrith  dead. 
Nor  yet  to  us  shall  praise  be  snng,  pniyor  said. 
Whenever  men  heocefoi'th  have  injured  moo. 
Why  should  we  bide  on  earth,  and  he  again 
Dishoiiorod  in  the  deeds  whereby  mankind 
Profess  to  honor  Heaven  ? 

"  Yet  shall  they  find. 
Who  yet  may  seek,  us.     Not  where  we  have  been. 
By  thrones,  on  altars,  seen,  and  vainly  seen. 
Through  purchased  incensa  clonding  shi'ines  pro- 

Bw  I,  that  from  of  old  this  power  attained,  — 
Having  foreseen  the  Futare,  —  to  make  fast 
What  in  the  Future  man  desires,  — the  Past, 
Have  wronght  for  man,  by  means  of  mighty  Song, 
A  mystic  world,  which  neither  change  can  wrong. 
Nor  time  can  trouble.     And,  therein,  man  yet 
May  gsze  on  gods,  and  fashion  from  Eegret 
Fair  forms  resembling  Hope.     Wherefore,  do  thou 
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Cease  to  avoicl  the  Inevitable.     Know 

That  we,  the  gods,  wlio  minister  no  more 

To  man's  ambition,  fairer  than  of  yoiu 

Thy  fathers  foimd  ua,  since  henceforth  set  free 

From  all  that  mixt  ns  with  mortaKt}', 

Eiinge  undisturbed,  beyond  all  reach  of  change. 

In  re^ons  where  immortal  memories  range, 

Unyext  by  mortal  hopes :  responsible 

For  mortal  wrongs  no  long;er. 

"  Deem  not  ill 
For  man  whatever,  betters  anght  man  deems. 
Or  hath  deemed,  beantiful,  thongh  but  in  dreams. 
Not  by  shrines  shattered,  not  by  statues  spurned. 
Temples  deserted,  altars  oTcrtumed, 
And  incense  stinted,  are  the  gods  disgraced ; 
But  by  base  homage  of  a  herd  debased. 
By  Faith  in  service  to  a  fraudful  Force, 
And  wrongful  deed  byrighteous  name  made  worse. 

"Nor  yet,  before  the  blaze  of  shrines  not  ours, 
.'Fail  we,  or  fall  we.     For  the  Heavenly  Powers 
Strive  not  agaiust  each  other,  as  do  tJiose 
lEarih  breeds  of  earth ;  nor  can  tlve  gods  be  foes 
O'  the  Godhead.     Conquered  are  we  not:  since 

C'ontendmg.     Deemest  thou  that  Time  can  plot 
Against  Eternity  3     Fool!  doth  the  seed 
G'rndge  to  his  place  the  tree  'twas  born  to  breed? 
The  bud  the  blossom  which  it  bursts  to  bear, 
When   Snmmei''3   summons   through   the   sunlit 

Shatters  the  long-shut  sleep,  whose  dreams  ocetilt 

Are  realized  in  sleep's  aroused  result? 

Time,  that  returns  not,  errs  not.     Be  content. 
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Th£RG  is  a  atiUneEs  of  tbe  upper  dr, 
Foreboding  cliaoge;  when  mighty  -winds  prepare 
In  sect^t  sudden  war  upon  the  world. 
Aod  when  that  stIllneES  breaks,  foresla  are  hurled 
Asnnder,  and  sea-soeptring  navies  drowned, 
rrbere  is  another  stillness,  more  prafbund. 
Worse  change  foreboding  ;  of  the  inmost  soul. 
In  that  dread  moment  when,  from  the  conm)! 
Of  life's  long  acquiescence  in  whate'er 
Life's  faith  has  been,  revolted  thoughts  prepare 
War  on  maa's  nature.     When  that  stillness  breaks, 
A  heart  breaks  with  it,  in  lie  shock  that  shakes 
Deep-planted  cnsWm,  and  yx)ota  op  the  hold 
Of  long-^rown  habit,  and  observance  old. 

I'rora  sneh  a  stillness  in  himself,  at  last, 
Lieinins  raised  his  voice.     The  spasm,  that  passed 
Across  the  quivering  features  of  the  man, 
Smit  bj  stem  speech  from  lips  Olympian, 
Text,  as  it  rose,  the  slaggering  voice,  down-weighed 
With  heavy  meanings  hard  to  express. 


He  said : 
"  Itnmorlal  gods,  by  Eome  revered  !  to  me, 
A  mortn!  man,  revering  Rome,  did  she 
This  creed  bequeath :  that  to  all  sons  she  bears 
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TheiB  is  but  One  Necessity  (made  theirs 

la  Rome's  requital  for  a  Roman's  name)  — 

LiTing  or  dying,  never  to  Itiiow  shame : 

Never  to  shrink  from  pain  :  nerer  recant 

Bsoorded  ikith  :  never  be  suppliant 

For  life  less  noble  than  'tis  man's  10  make 

Deatlk  in  the  canse  which,  even  tliongh  gods  for- 

Honor,  retfdned,  keeps  sacred  xa  the  last. 

This,  also,  in  the  records  of  Rome's  Past 

My  life  read  once :  and  read  long  since,  indeed. 

Too  fer  to  new-iivB  now  a  new-learned  creed :  — 

That,  when  to  all  the  creatnres  under  heaven 

Their  severally  allotted  tasks  were  given, 

On  man  —  man  on!y  —  the  injunction  fell. 

To  do,  by  daiing,  the  impoesible  ; 

That  he  who  doth,  thongh  dying,  dauntless  still. 

Plant  the  pale  standard  of  unbaffled  Will 

On  Fate's  breached  battlements,  and  to  the  end. 

Defeating  thns  defeat  itself,  contend 

Tenftoiona  in  the  teeth  of  tenfold  odds, 

irpliils  the  life  he  loses  to  the  gods. 

"  Lies !   lies !   all  lies  !     Since  gods  live  cai-eless' 

lives, 
Concerned  in  caught  for  which  man's  being  strives. 
Justice!  men  deemed  the  image  of  the  mind 
Of  gods  —a  mere  invention  of  mankind  ! 
Love!  —  some  hiind   bbod-beat  in  the  veins  of 

Belief!  — man's  substitute  for  knowledge !    Truth! 
—  Unkaoivn  in  Heaven!     Why  man,  whom  you 

despise, 
O'enveening  gods,  for  getting  all  these  lies 
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By  heart  in  vaXa,  seems  nobler  after  all. 
More  godlike,  tJion  yourselves. 

"  Nor  yet,  bo  Bmall, 
So  slight,  so  all  unworthy,  first  appeared 
Man's  race,  but  what  you  gods  have  interfered 
Too  nnieh  with  man's  condition  to  assume 
This  late  indifference  lo  your  work,  —  hia  doom. 
Since  one  thing  have  you  been  at  pains  to  do,  — 
To  cheat  the  chosen  fools  that  trusted  yon, 
I'alse  gods,  and  filch  thanka^ving,  foully  gained. 
For  all  whereto  the  woful  end  ordained 
Was  but  betrayal. 

"What]  then  all  meant  naught 7 
All,  all,  that  Delos  told  aod  Belphi  taught, 
Thongii  a  god  apake  it^     All  your  oracles. 
Tour  priests,  your  bards,  your  sacred  woods  and 

lijiars  of  lies  I  all  pledged  to  cheat  man's  hope 
In  gods  too  careless,  or  too  weak,  I*  cope 
Wilit  aught  man  suffers ! 

"  Well  can  1  believe 
Mow  man's  imperfect  prioress  might  deceive, 
*4nd  fail,  a&  't  were  (man's  prowess,  at  the  best. 
Crippled  by  means  inadequate  confessed!) 
The  august  hopes,  by  some  bright  periods 
Of  his  brave  promise,  in  the  mind  of  gods 
Inepifcd.     But  I,  a  man,  no  way  can  find 
j\mong  the  many  wanderings  of  my  mind. 
To  imagine  even  how  gods  (whose  godheads  are 
Glorions  with  power,  each  perfect  as  a  star) 
Shoaid  at  the  last  fall  short  of  hopes  by  them 
In  man's  mind  once  awakened. 

"  Gods,  condemn, 
Punish  man,  plague  him  ....  but  forsake  him? 
No! 
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Not  for  your  own  sakes !    Lest  yonr  godliooflB  grow, 
Brom  long  dianse  of  godiiko  attributes, 
Leas  loTely  aveu  than  the  life  of  bmies, 
Not  being  so  helpfal. 

"  Tet,  howe'er  that  be, 
I,  at  the  least,  have  loved  ye,  trusted  ye, 
80  long  that,  though  for  me  you  iigiit  no  more. 
Still  must  I  fight  for  jon.     'T  wHl  soon  be  o'er ; 
Or  one  f!s.y,  or  another.     Soonest,  heat, 
I  think :  nor  greatly  care  to  know  the  rest. 
One  thing  's  to  gain  yet  —  death.     No  room,  to 

From  what  I  am !     The  gods  may  diange.  Fate 

change, 
I  cannot.     Not  each  casual  tomb  will  fit 
The  fame  a  Roman's  death  consigns  to  it. 
And  I  for  this  too-loQg-continued  life 
Mast  find  fit  eud  :  hew  out,  with  gods  at  stiife. 
Though  sword  break,  heart  break,  all  break,  in  the 

attempt, 
3Iomorial  —  mournful,  but,  at  least,  exempt 
From  all  incongruous  contratticdoa  vile. 
Nor  is  liffe  left  me  to  lament,  meanwhile, 
Liffe's  failure,  —  frnatrate  faitJi,  and  fruitier  deed  J 
One  life,  wherewith  to  fidl,  or  to  succeed. 
Is  man's.     One  only.     I,  at  my  life's  end. 
Cannot  go  back  to  the  beginning,  —  mend 
What  it  liath  made  me,  —  unlove  what  I  loved,  — 
Love   what   I   loathed,  —  condemn   what   I   ap- 
proved, — 
New-self  myself,  to  suit  occasion  new. 
The  arrow,  sped,  must  still  its  flight  pursue 
As  first  the  bowman  aimed  it,  though  since  then 
The  bowman  shift  his  ground.     Life  speeds  with 
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Even  thus.     And  few  can  choose,  none  change, 

what 's  done. 
A  man  hath  bat  one  motlier ;  and  but  one 
Childhood;  one  past;  one  future  ;  but  one  hcanh  : 
One  heart,  —  to  give  or  keep  ;  one  Heaven  ;  one 

And  one  relif^on. 

"  Yet  thus  rnueh,  though  spent 
Hia  force,  and  spoiled  his  whole  life's  element, 
A  man  may  do  ;  and  this,  at  least,  will  1 1 
£re,  quenched,  the  fires  that  still  consume  me,  die, 
I  will  collect  their  scatl^red  heats,  push  all 
Ufa's  ashfiB,  even  while  yet  the  erahers  fall. 
Into  a  heap,  and  send  llie  dying  flame 
Full  in  Heaven's  face  1 

"  O  worthy  of  thy  name, 
Loxian  Apollo !     Boots  it  me  to  know 
That  men  may  see  thee,  as  I  see  thee  now, 
Far  from  ihe  life  thy  beauty  dolh  but  wrong, 
Calm  on  the  golden  anmmits  of  Old  Song  ? 
:No  singer  I !  but  a  dull  soldier  ;  fit 
Simply  to  love  a  thing,  and  fight  for  it. 
Or  hate  a  thing,  and  fight  against  it.     Vent 
My  soul  in  song,  I  cannot,  1 1  content 
To  do,  at  leost,  what  merits  to  be  snng ; 
.Hold  fest,  when  old,  the  failh  I  pledged  when  young ; 
Live  up  to  it :  die  for  it,  if  needs  be. 
What  comfort,  0  Apollo,  dwells  for  me. 
Or  what  for  any  man,  in  leave  to  praise 
The  life  of  gods  whose  life  his  own  betrays  ? 
Their  loves,  that  love  him  not?  their  power,  that  is 
The  mockery  of  the  weakness  they  leave  his  ? 
Sing  CO  more  songs,  Apollo,  in  men's  ears  1 
Leave  us,  ye  goda,  in  silence  to  ilie  tears 
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Yon.  andoiBMad.  not  I 
Distracting  visions  of 
Tliis,  ttlsn,  ore  I  die." 


But  tliera,  his  Iieart 
Brake  tlie  thought  in  it,  sharply ;  as  a  dart 
Brenlis,  in  the  eHoiii  of  a  woimded  man 
To  pludt  it  from  the  wound. 

O'er  Heaven's  face  ran 
A  tremble  oF  white  anger :  lilte  the  light 
Of  wind-blown  stars  when,  on  a  winter  night. 
The  howhng  eanh-born  gust,  that  devastates 
His  own  dark  birthplace,  having  buret  the  grates 
Of  some  grira-piUared  forest  (whose  black  bars 
Release  him,  groaning)  strives  against  the  stars ; 
Tlieir  icy  brilliance  only  kindling  thus 
To  a  keener  glory.     Eyas  contemptuous. 
Eyes  cruel  with  calm  scorti  of  all  that  pain 
Which  scorched  his  own,  burned  on  him.     The  dis- 

Of  brows  divine,  in  phalanx  iniinilB 

And  formidable  of  transcendent  light. 

Glowed  from  Heaven's  dejitbs  against  him.     But 

alt  these 
Luminous  and  severe  solemnities 
He  noticed  not     For,  when  the  wretched  man 
First  to  accuse  the  assembled  gods  began. 
Love,  from  the  midmost  rosy  Heaven,  where  he 
Was  sporting,  stole  artiptoe,  curiously. 
Closer  at  each  word,  by  no  eyes  perceived 
Save  Psyche's,  biightening  while  her  bosom  heavecl 
■With  some  nnn-onted  spasra,  and  her  sad  brow 
Flushed,  as  a  pale  star  flttshes  when  the  glow 
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Of  the  full-flowing  Bnnaet,  sweet  and  warm, 
Ifl  poured  upon  it.     With  haif-liftefl  aim. 
And  tcoabied  countenaace,  and  listening  ear. 
Lore,  thus,  in  pensive  posture,  lingered  near 
Wbenoe   came    that  voice   (among    dieir   bright 

abodes 
Ambrosial,  then  flrsC  heard  by  those  glad  gods) 
Of  Human  Pain  denouncing  Heavenly  Joy. 
And,  on  the  blind  face  of  the  beauteous  Boy 
Tiie  man's  look  lightening,  as  he  lifted  it 
Defiant  of  whatever  it  might  meet 
In  Heaven,  was  caught,  and  iaEtened  wheio  it  fell, 

To  special  indignation.     Even  as  when 
lu  the  thronged  circus,  fi'om  the  swarm  of  men 
'That  hem  and  hurt  him,  some  wild  beast  selects 
Oae  man,  whom  suddenlyhis  wrath  detects 
As  most  obnoxious,  and,  in  mid  assault 
<0q  all  the  others,  swiilty  swerves,  makes  halt, 
Aa&  flies  at  hiih  that 's  nearest ;  so  the  man, 
lu'rom  all  that  hostile  cirque  Olympian 
iSeleotJng  Love,  cried  to  him; 


"  Thon  ii 

j4nd  mindlesB  god  1  whose  smiling  sinecure 
jEs  but  a  blindfold  childhood  never  grown  ! 
'Comest  thou  to  mock  at  what  ihou  hast  not  known, 
—  Man's  full-grown  misery  at  the  end  of  all 
The  strivings  of  a  life,  spent  past  recall. 
Used  out,  in  urging,  on  its  destined  way 
To  dissolution,  force  that  went  aati-ay 
By  struggling  upwards  'i     Suoli  a  vapor  streams 
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From  altars  vainly  lit ;  whieli,  thongli  it  seems 
To  go  up  bD  the  gods,  goes  nowhere  —  is 
Made  nothing,  merged  in  that  wide  nolhingnosa 
Men  take  for  Heaven  I     Thou  purblind  lord  of  all 
Putblindest  iostincls  1  theo,  not  Love  I  call, 
But  Lost,      For  man's  loss,  Love  must  needs  be 

Lust,  with  no  eyes  to  see  man's  losa,  is  glad, 
As  thou  art.     Tet,  since  men  misname  thee  Love, 
Loose,  if  (hon  canst,  what,  pent  io  me,  doth  move 
Importnnate,  as  some  dumb  creature  curst 
With  such  a  secret  as  at  length  must  burst 
lis  heart,  endeavoring  to  be  onderswod. 

0  Love,  if  thou  be  live,  pluck  off  that  hood 
That  hides  thine  eyes  from  human  grief.     Revere 
Love's  Inst  veault  on  earth,  —  a  wretch's  tenr ! 
Break  silence,  Love  I     Thee  only,  of  the  gods, 

1  ask  ....  What  is  it  heaves  earth's  sullen  clods 
When  Spring  winds,  wet  with  tears  from  trembling; 

boughs. 
Breathe,  and  behold  I   in  place  of  snows   (thosQ 

Themselves  earth's  seasonable  comforters) 

The  abounding  violet  I     Or  what  Spii-it  stirs 

In  tones  anil  scents  that  hatha  man's  wearied  heart 

With  fresh  belief,  and  bid  the  strong  tears  start 

For  solemn  joy?     What  mystic  inmate  gives 

Some  sense  of  loveliness  to  all  that  lives ; 

Some  worth,  though  hindered,  to  the  hnmblest 

Tliat  crawls ;  some  purpose  to  the  poorest  germ 
That  buds  unwitnessed  from  the  meanest  seed ; 
Some  beauty  to  the  barest  roclt's  worst  weed  1 
Which,  through  all  pores  of  Being,  everywhere 
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Passing,  at  last,  into  Man's  Life;  and  there 
Changing  wbat  was  (till  such  a  change  it  tnew) 
Mei^y,  perchance,  some  droplet  of  wild  dew. 
Clasping  a  thorti,  to  Fity ;  some  tost  sett. 
To  AspiratioQ  passionate ;  some  tree, 
That  stru^les  ivith  the  savage  gast  forlorn 
All  night,  wherein  a  wild  bird  eings  at  morn 
Exulting,  to  the  Fortitude  of  Faiih ; 
In  man  grows  audible ;  epeaks  out,  and  s^th 
To  Heaven,  "  Await  me ! "  with  a  human  voice : 
Man  here,  God  everywhere!  Which  doth  rejoice, 
And  droop,  lire,  strive,  aud  grieve,  and  grow,  wiih 

And  EO,  (iompletiog  from  all  points,  the  plan 

Of  a  god'e  vast  experience  in  God's  Bliss, — 

Too  perfect,  too  iraraeasnrable,  (o  misa 

Tlie  manifold  significance  of  tears, 

IStrength   strained,  from  weatness,   sfra^ie  that 

endears 
Triumph,  and  feilare  forced  into  success,  — 
iLooks  down  through  all  inferior  gradra  to  bless 
^Life's  hopes  with  Love's  assurance  of  the  end 
Whereto  all  Life,  bj  Love  inspired,  dotK  tend ! 
Such  a  god  d3i*e  not  be  indifferent 
'To  man's  success  or  failure :  He,  the  Event, 
TVhich  man,  His  Means,  he  fiishions  to  fulfil : 
.ft  god's  means,  therefore  worth  a  god's  care  still ! 
0,  sneh  a  god,  mj  spirit  whispers  me, 
Thongh  nameless  yet,  and  yet  unknown,  must  be. 
I  seek  His  Pace  among  your  ilices  all. 
Olympians  ;  and,  not  finding  it,  I  call 
Earth's  woe  to  witness  that  you  do  not  well, 
Being  gods,  lo  leave  mail  godless You !  that 

tell. 
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Smiling  the  while,  as  you  depart  serene, 
Me  that  have  lored  you,  me  whose  life  hath  bpen 
Yours,  though  in  vain,  youre  past  recovery,  here 
At  that  life's  cheated  eiid,  to  now  revere 
What  love  of  you  hath  bid  me  loathe  .... 

"Ifhe  — 
If  he,  indeed,  were  —  what  ye  are  not,  ye !  — 
That  God  —  that  Love,  which  ....  Ah,  but  know 

I  not. 
Too  well,  Willi  cause  to  curse  them  all  for  what 
They  are  —  and  do  —  his  worshippers  t  the  lat« 
Last  form  of  man's  forlormiess  ....  men  that 

Even  each  other! 

"Fair,  false  Forma  depart! 
Happy  in  ignorance  of  the  hnman  tieai't 
Tou  have  deceived  I     Apollo,  load  some  star 
With  iiquid  music  far  from  earth  1     Far,  far 
From  eyes  mom  out  with  weeping  wasted  love, 
O  Venns,  guide  whatever  golden  dove 
Delights  to  draw  thy  lucid  wheels  I 

"But  ire! 
The  man  that  loved  you,  and  are  left  ^ 

"Ah  me. 
What  goal  to  us  remains,  whose  course  some  Fate 
Impels  unwilling  where  no  prize  can  wait 
The  weary  rnnner  t 

"  He,  that  late  is  come 
To  rule  from  yonr  abandoned  thrones  the  senm 
And  sewage  of  that  rough-hewn  rabble  world 
Wrought  from  the  ruins  of  Rome's  pride  down- 
hurled. 
Why  comes  he  now,  who  comes  so  late  ^     He  too, 
Hath  he  not  all  too  long  connived  with  you 
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At  man's  (lisasterl     If  he  love  to  be 
Belovod  of  men,  why  eo  long  lingered  he  % 
Letting  men  grow  ^jnitiar,  age  by  age, 
With  gods  not  destined  to  endure;  engage, 
Unwarned,  to  yoa  the  homage,  he  now  diums, 
And  jon  resign ;  whiie  men  tliat  got  your  names 
By  heart,  have  now  no  heart  left  to  unleaf n 
The  faith  which,  Bued  for  ages,  given,  you  sparn ! 
I3  nothing  sure  t     Mnst  man's  existence  be 
Bartered  and  bandied  thus  eternally 
Trom  god  to  god  ?     By  each  new  master  made 
Pnll  down  in  haste  what  each  last  master  bade 
The  o'ertasked  drudge  build  up  with  toil  intense  1 
O  for  some  voice  Love'a  sanction  to  dispense 
To  Life's  endeavor !  0  for  one,  but  one. 
Of  all  you  gods,  whose  forms  I  gaze  upon 
With  grief  left  godless,  to  assnre  at  last 
This  else-wronged  spirit,  that,  in  despite  the  Past, 
Which  felled  in  power,  the  Presen  t,  by  despair 
Darkened,  the  Futnre,  desolate  and  bare. 
It  did  not  ill  to  trust  an  instinct,  wronged 
Mot  seldom,  oft  rebuked,  but  yet  pcolonged 
'Through   strangling  hindrance  and  confounding 

chance; 
Vi^lich,   fronting   Heaven  with  constant  connte. 

Would  whisper,  '  I  am  love,  and  love  is  there, 
A.nd  love  to  love  is  kindred  everywhere  ! ' 
Fjut  which  of  all  the  gods  can  do  this !  " 
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Love  answered ;  and  sprang  forth  with  such  a  ciy 
As  paled,  beneath  their  golden  porches,  all 
The  rosy  lords  of  that  Ambrosial  Hali. 
Olympus  groaned  aghast  beneath  the  sound, 
Whereto  the  throbbing  universe  all  round 
Responded  with  a  mDlion  echoes  wild 
Of  awful  joy. 

For  !o  1  the  glorious  child. 
By  one  transcendent  moment's  mighty  throe, 
FuU-statnred  sprang  into  the  new-born  glow 
Of  his  superlative  godhead.     His  right  hand 
Wrenched  from  hia  lustrous  orbs  the  blinding  banil 
That  had  for  ages  held  their  lordly  light 
From  flooding  heaven  and  earth  with  infinite 
And  all-transforming  splendor.     Faint  and  wan 
Waxed  all  the  lesser  lights  Olympian 
In  the  sunrise  of  that  surpassing  gaae ; 
Like  their  own  orbs.     Mars,  with  diminlsht  rajs. 
Reddening,  receded  to  what  seemed  at  last 
A  single  spot  of  angry  fire  in  fast- 
Increasing  distance.     Like  a  happy  tear 
About  to  fall,  Venua,  a  trembling  sphere 
All  pale  in  rosy  air,  descended  slow. 
Of  Phcebus  rested  nothing  but  a  glow 
Of  solemn  gladness  on  heaven's  serene  face. 
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Even  Joye  himself,  in  that  expimding  apace 
Love's  evcr-greatening  glory  lit,  became 
No  brighter  than  his  own  broad  star,  whose  flame 
Burns  lone  on  night's  far  frontier. 


In  amaze. 
Beneath  the  Face  whereon  he  dared  not  gaze. 
The  man,  prostrated,  fell.     In  whose  thrilled  ears 
A  voice  rang,  musical  as  moving  spheres ; 
"  The  flotind  of  Human  Sorrow  heard  in  Hearen, 
Imnrortal  love  to  mortal  life  hath  given : 
Whereby  in  grief  of  life  is  gi'owth  of  love. 
S-rise  1     On  Earth  below,  in  Heaven  above, 
Part  of  all  creeds,  and  every  oi'eed  surviving. 
The  Ever-loving  is  the  Ever-living. 
Heavenly  and  Human  both  :  which,  through  man's 

eyes 
Forever  gazing  apwavd,  to  Heaven  cries, 
'  Behold  me,  Father ! '  and  from  Heaven  anon 
Down  gazing  cries  to  Earth,  'Behold  me.  Sou!' 
Aiiae,  and  follow  where  Love  leads." 


all 

"its  aspect,     (jone  the  Olympian  Festival  I 
Gone  nil  the  rosy  revellers !     Rough  the  road 
With  rannce  and  bramble,  where  once  breatt 

and  glowed 
The  clcar-ettpped  dsttis  and  bright  asphodel. 
And  lo,  where  last  each  golden  goblet  fell, 
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Some  dim  stupendous  image,  looming  tlirongh 
Bed  morn's  dull  mist,  and  lariil  in  the  dew, 
Till  at  its  foot  the  godled  mortal  stood: 
Then  on  his  brow  fell  drops  of  human  blood 
From  a  great  Cross,  wide-armed,   that  o'er  hin 


He  shrank,  tndignnat. 

Music  o'er  his  head, 
Like  a  light  bird,  came  fluttering.     And  ag^n. 
To  that  light  music  lured,  in  mistlike  train. 
Prom  rosiest  air's  remotest  inmost  deep, 
Trooped  —  dim  and  beautiful,  as  dreams  that  creep 
Under  the  sweet  lids  of  a  sleeping  chQd, 
On  whose  wet  lashes  tears,  though  reconciled 
With  trouble  aoon  diamiasod,  are  trembling  new  — 
The  old  Olympians,     Wreaths  of  every  hue, 
TrBsh-pluckt  from  bowers  of  never-fading  Thought 
In  Memoiy's  dewiest  niaadow-deeps,  they  brought,, 
Wherewith  to  deck  that  darkling  Cross.    Whereorr. 
The  Past's  pale  blossom-bearers  every  one. 
Each  as  he  came,  freah  garlands  hung.     'Till,  lo  ' 
The  Cross  in  flowers,  —  the  flowers  t! 

the  flow 
Of  flower-bearers,  —  all,  began  to  fad 
In  ever-deepening  light. 


Love,  only,  stmd. 
Yot  Love's  self  changed.     Whose  form,  expand- 
ing, siwmcd. 
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To  him  on  wliosa  awed  giae  its  glory  beamed, 
To  absorb  into  itself  all  things  that  were. 
Heaven's  farthest  stars  were  glittering  in  his  hair ; 
All  winds  of  heaven  his  breathing  loosed  or  bonnd : 
His  voice  became  an  erer-mnrmnring  sound, 
Tlie  sound  of  generations  of  mankind : 
Shut  in   his  liand,  the  nations  hummed:    Time 

twined 
AboQt  bis  feet  its  creeping  growths  ;  mhich  took 
From  him  the  life-aap  of  the  leaves  that  shook 
Light  shadows  from  his  glory. 


Mute  wilh 
And  lost  in  light,  Licinius  mused.  He  sai 
His  own  life,  suddenly,  as  when,  through  r 
And  Btceaming  tempest,  on  a  blasted  plain 


Even  then. 
Even  while  the  vision  broadened  on  his  ken, 
A  sudden  trumpet  sounded  as  in  scorn 
7rom  the  dark  camps. 
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GENSERIC. 

^^^ENSERIC,  King  of  the  Tanaals,  who, 

><^^^   Prom  Tripolis  fer  as  Tangier,  from  the 
[fe^S^l         sea  to  tlie  Great  Deseut  aands, 
Wasloid  of  the  Moor  and  the  African,  — thirsting 

aaon  for  new  slaughter. 
Sailed  out  of  Carthage,  and  sailed  o'er  the  Med- 


Plundered  Palermo,  seized  Sicily,  sacked  the  Lu- 

And  paused.,  and  said,  laughing,  "Where  next?'' 

Then  there  came  to  the  Vandal  a  Ghosfc 

From  the  Shadowy  Land  that  lies  hid  and  nn,- 

known  in  the  Darkness  Below, 
And  answered,  "  To  Kome ! " 

Said  the  King  to  the  Ghost,  "  And 

whose  envoy  art  thou  ! 
"Whence  art  thon  t  and  name  me  his  name  that  hath 

sent  thee  :  and  say  what  \s  thine." 
"  From  far :  and  His  mtme  that  hath  sent  me  !s 

God,"  tiie  Ghost  answered,  "  and  mine 
Was  Hannibal  once,  ere  thou  wast :  and  the  nam.a 

that  I  now  have  is  Fate. 
But  arise,  and  be  swilY,  and  return.     For  God  waits, 

and  the  moment  is  lat«." 
And  "I  go,"  said  the  "Vandal.     And  went. 

When  at  last  lo  the  gates  he  was  come, 
Loud  he  knocked  with  his  fierce  iron  fist.     And  full 

drowsily  answered  him  Kome. 
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"  Who  is  it  tbat  fcnocketh  eo  loud  !    Got  tlica  hcace. 

Let  me  bo.     For  't  is  late." 
"  Thou   art  wanted,"  cried   Genseric,     "  Open  ! 

His  name  that  hath  sent  me  is  Fate, 
And  mine,  who  ktioek  late,  Betribulion." 

Itome  gave  him  her  glorious  things ; 
The  keys  she  had  conquered  from  kingdoms :  the 

crowns  she  had  wrested  from  kings ; 
And   Genseric   bore   them   away   into   Carthage, 

avenged  thus  on  Rome, 
And  paused,  and  saict,  laughing,  "  Where  next  ? " 
And  again  the  Ghost  answered 
him,  "Home  ! 
!For  now  God  doth  need  thee  no  longer," 

"  Where  Icadest  thou  me  by  the  hand  f  " 
Cried  the  King  to  the  Ghost.     And  the  Ghost  an- 
swered, 

"Into  the  Shadowy  Land." 
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l^^^^fflHE  moonlight  lay  like  hoar-frost  oa  the 
^^p{^^   Outside.     But,  eh  within,  the  marbia 

Made  from  ita  dropping  logs  of  acenled  wood 
A  rosy  dimness  of  watm  light,  to  flood 
With  fervid  iuierchange  of  gloom  and  gleam 
That  gorgeous  chamber,  —  from  the  mad  moon- 
Curtained  secure.     No  other  light  was  there. 
The  oater  halls  were  silent  everywhere. 
Midnight.     And  ia  the  bed  where  he  was  bom, 
r  the  Porphyry  Chamber  at  Byzance,  outworn 
By  seventeen  years  of  pleasure  without  joy. 
Not  yet  a  man,  albeit  no  more  a  hoy. 
His  fjusht  cheek  heary  on  the  fragrant  sheets 
Slept  Constantino  the  Porphyrogenete ; 
When  gilded  in  his  mother  leonine. 

She,  reluctant  to  reaign 
To  her  own  whelp  that  prey  beneath  her  paw. 
The  bloody  Empire,  stealthily  'gan  draw 
The  crimson  curtain ;  with  keen  ear  doivn-bent 
To  count  the  breathings,  thick  and  indolent, 
Of  her  recaptured  cub  :  who,  sleeping,  smiled. 
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By  -viL.ioQa  lewd  of  folly  and  lust  beguiled. 
Anon,  she  beckoned  to  tlie  uneliut  door; 
Wheaee,  craftj-footed,  down  the  giaasy  floor 
Crept  to  her  aide  (with  withered  featureE  white 
Bowed  o'ei-  a  tremblicg  lamp)  her  parasite, 
Storax,  the  lean-lipped,  low-browed  L 


"  Set   tha   lamp    down,"   the    mother   inutlered. 

Must  be  his  dreams.      My  son  is  smiling  ....  see  1 
Wake  him  not,  Storax ! "     Then,  while  softly  she 
Jiet  fell  the  curtain,  he  from  otit  itn  sheath 
Slided  his  dagger,  pushc  the  flame  beaeath 
The  weapon's  point,  and  watched  nith  moody  eye 
The  heated  metal  reddening. 

O'er  the  high 
Bed-head  (Co  safeguard  sleeping  Ctesars,  alung 
Slant  frora  the  golden-scnlptured  cornice)  hni^ 
On  dismal  ebon  cross  limbs,  carven  keen 
In  livid  ivory,  of  a  stretchsd-ont,  lean. 
And  ever-dying  Christ 


(For,  not  long  since,  — 
As  rapturous  Priests  remember,  —  to  evince 
}?or  God's  Chuich  Orthodox  her  flhal  zeal, 
'Ii-ono's  righteous  regency,  —  with  heel 
Set  on  the  heads  heretical  of  all 
Iconochists,  had  rescued  Irom  their  fall 
The  Images  of  God,  —  assaulted  sore 
Erewhile  by  AnticlirisC's  mad  Emjieror, 
That  "  hell-born   dragon,"    "  the   Old   Serpent's 
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"  Blaek-3pott«d  pantiier  of  Baelzebul)," 
Whom,   being   dead  now,  lodged,  too,  in  he 

God-fearing  folks  no  longer  fear  to  name 
Accurst  Copronjmus.) 


....  His  white  lips  set 
Past  with  a  formidable  will,  while  jet 
Storax,  who  turned  and  turned  it  slowly,  scanned 
The  reddening  steel,  Irene's  rapid  haniJ, 
With  restless  finger  o'er  her  pnckered  brow 
Flitting,  made  airy  crosses  in  a  row. 
Her  eyes  had  setlled  sullenly  npon 
The  superimpending  image  of  God's  Son : 
And  Habit,  —  that  harcl  mock.bird  of  Hie  mind. 
Whose  tongae,  to  chance-got  ntteranee  confined, 
Memories  by  chance  recaptured  out  of  place 
Set  talking  ont  of  season,  — to  the  Face 
Mechanic  response  making,  '■  If  ikvne  et/e 
Offend  tJiee,  pluck  it  oat,"  she  muttered.     "  Ay, 
That  is  sound  Gospel,"  Storax  in  her  ear 
'Whiepei'ed.     "  The  tiling  is  white-hot  now  .... 

Sea  here ! " 
"  And  I   am   Empress "  .  .  .  .  hissed  Irene  ,  ,  .  . 


The  armed  Armenian  on  the  guard  that  mght 
Aboat  the  pcdace  products  somnolent. 
Where,  like  a  weary  beetle,  came  ind  Heot 
Across  the  flinty  platform,  —  else  dead-dumb,— 
The  slumbrous  city's  desjitoij  hum 
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'SS 


Hearf,  pacing  drowsy-cold  (his  watch  nigh  done), 
Beneath  the  stars,  through  BhrivelUng  silence  run 
A  sudden  Ecream,  fierce,  devilish,  agonized. 
Of  quintessential  pain  ;  and  all  surprised 
Started  npon  the  watch,  —  waiting  what  sound 
Should   follow.      But    that    dreailful    cry,   soon 

drowned 
In  dreadful  silence,  response  none  upiimsed. 
Save  of  an  owlish  echo  half  anhoosetl 
Among  flie  moody  towers,  lliat  down  again 
With  churlish  mumblings  in  her  masoned  den 
Settled  to  slumher. 

Then  the  soldier  said. 
Laughing  at  the  discovery  he  had  made 
Of  what,  to  him  at  least,  that  sound  meant,  "  So ! 
'To-morrow,  and  tho  amphorfe  shall  (low. 
Increase  of  pay  to  all  the  Armenian  Guard  !  " 
Whereat  he  turned,  and  (while  i'  the  east,  black- 

With  lazy  clouds,  slow-oozed  a  watery  light) 
'Waited,  well-pleased,  the  trump  of  dawn. 


That  night, 
:[n  league  with  Hell,  ere  morning  streaked  the  skies, 
Kieft  all  its  darkness  in  the  misused  eyes 
Of  Constantine  the  Porphjrogenete  :  — 
^Che  shadow  of  a  shadow,  forced  to  fleet 
Out  of  the  glare  that  gave  him  in  men's  sight 
The  semblance  of  a  substance  once. 
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With  strife  wlierein  to  triumph  is  to  feil) 

She  left  triumphant,  glancing  back,  —  her  glance 

Felt  casual  on  the  conscious  countenance 

or  tliat  white  Cliriet  upon  the  black  cross  spread, 

"Whose  ejes,  into  the  now-close-curtained  bed 

Ei*ewlnle  down-gazing,  had  heheld  why  those 

Tight  draperies  round  it  had  been  twitched  so  close. 

And  to  I  where  late  those  witnesses  had  been. 

Instead  of  eyes,  two  gory  sockets,  seen 

Through  the  red  firelight,  stopped  her,  sta^eredher. 

And  lo  a  Fear,  wherefrom  she  dared  not  stir, 

Fastened  and  froze  her. 

For  a  while  she  s(oo3 
As  one  tliat,  traversing  a  solitude 
Where  nothing  dwells  biit  Danger  (all  in  haste 
To  reach  the  end,  and,  after  peril  faced 
And   passed,   proclaim,   "The   deed   I   darel  is 

Toms,  by  ill  chance,  miflwaj,  to  gaze  upon 
Some  hideous  gulf  in  safety  crossed ;  and  so. 
Seeing  how  deep  the  death  that  yawns  below. 
By  unanticipated  terror,  just 
In  the  fresh  moment  of  achievement,  thrust 
Into  the  suddenly  suggested  jaws 
Of  an  imaginary  failure,  draws 
Breath  ^nt  and  ^nter;  forced  to  keep  in  sight 
His  own  success,  which,  seen,  defeats  him  quite. 
£ut,  soon  returned,  the  exasperated  will, 
Siall  strong  fo  scoui^  the  rebel  sensee,  stil! 
Deliant  though  dismayed,  with  efGirt  fierce 
PlndEed  up  the  keeu-cold  Fear  that  seemed  to  pierce 
Her  feet,  and  fix  them  lo  the  jloor,  bonenth 
That  eyeless  gaze.     And  at  the  sculptured  wreath 
Above  the  uublest  bod  wherefrom  It  hung 
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She,  like  a  ivoTinaea  cat  0'  the  moniitain,  api'ung, 
And  caught,  and  giipped,  and  tugged,  and  tore 

And  crouched  with  glaring  face  abore,  her  prey,  — 
God's  Image. 

Slill  tliat  dreadful  deaitli  of  eyes 
In  the  dreiid  Face  1 

With  fierce  and  hitler  cries 
She  dasht  It  shnrp  agaiiiat  the  marble  floor. 
And  bruised  It  with  wild  feet. 

Still  as  before 
The  Eyeless  Face  implied  .  ..."  Do  what  thou  wilt 
Henceforth,  and  hug  thy  gain,  or  hate  thy  gailt, 
Wever  shalt  tlioa  behold  God's  eyes." 

She  snatched 
And   hurled   It  on   the  emouldering  hearth:  and 

watched 
The  embers  quicken  round  It :  heaped  np  wood, 
.And  made  the  blase  leap  high  :  and  all  night  stood 
Feeding  the  fiame  ;  till  all  was  burned  away 
To  ashes. 

Ani3  ere  this  was  dona,  the  day 


Afterwards,  she  became 
One  of  the  world's  chief  rulers.     Her  fair  name 
Was  praised  in  all  the  churches.     God's  pries 

prayed 
God  to  safeguard  the  mighty  throne  she  made 
Illusli'ious. 

Three  times,  —  in  the  hippodrome 
Once,  in  the  palace  once,  once  'ncath  the  dome 
O'  the  high  cathedral,  —  the  Estalta  took  oath 
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After  this  fashion  .  .  .  .  "  Witness  Christ  I  we  both 

Swear,  on  tlie  Qospels  Foiir,  to  guard  the  throne 

Of  our  Liege  Lady,  thine  anointed  one, 

Irene,  and  awear  uleo,  bearing  leal 

Allegiance  to  her  person,  for  her  weal 

And  in  her  service,  ever  to  oppose 

Our  lives  agrunst  the  persons  of  her  foes," 

This  on  the  wood  of  the  True  Cross  they  Bwora. 

And  their  recorded  oath,  with  many  more. 

Among  the  relics  of  the  Saintl}'  Dead, 

On  the  main  altar  was  deposited 

In  St.  Sophia. 

Four  Patricians,  proud 
So  to  be  seen  of  the  applausive  crowd, 
Hold  in  their  hands  the  golden  reins  of  foar 
White  horses,  pacing  in  high  pomp  before 
Her  festive  chariot,  when  Irene  passed 
Along  the  kind  streeia,  greeted  by  the  vast 
Vociferation  of  a  land's  applause. 


Men  praised  her  splendor  and  munificence. 

Alms  to  the  poor  her  hand  distrihated. 

Men  praised  her  bounty.     High  she  held  her  head'. 

Amid  the  tempests  of  a  tnrbnlent  time. 

Men  praised  her  courage.     Cruelty  and  crime 

She  sconrged  with  scorpions.    Men  her  justice 
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Treaties  proposed,  and  embassies  afldrest 
To  Charlemagne.     She  in  tlie  East  maictalned 
On  equal  terms  alliance  andiEdaineiJ 
Witli  great  Haraiiii  Alraschic!.     "  For,"  said  slie, 
"We  understand  each  other's  worth,  We  Three." 
The  world,  when  speaking  of  her,  stud,  "  Tha 
Great." 


At  last  her  fortune  changed. 

For  't  was  her  fale 
To  win  a  worthier  title.     So,  one  night. 
The  ennncha  of  her  palace,  —  slaves  whose  spite 
Her  power  had  scorned,  —  conspiring  its  downfall. 
Plucked  the  throne  ftora  her:  seized  her  treasures 

all; 
And  drave  her  forth  Irom  power  and  wealth,  to  be 
A.n  exile  and  a  pauper. 

Meekly  she 
Surrendered  what  she  had  so  pvondly  worn, 
Rome's  Purple.     And,  retiring  from  men's  scorn 
To  Mitjiene,  livecl  there,  lone  and  poor; 
A.  careworn  woman  at  a  eotlage  door 
Sjjinoing  fbr  bread. 

The  world  was  sad  to  sea 
MTiat  it  had  done,  then.     Meo  remorsefully 
Ruraembered,  not  her  many  evil  deeds, 
Bat   her  few  good  ones.     For  who  counts  the 

weeds 
In  any  garden  where,  though  desolate. 
One  rose  remiuns?     And,  much  admiring  fale 
So  bitter  borne  so  blameless  of  complaint. 
The  world,  when  spoating  of  her,  said,   "  The 
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Barefooled,  chanljng  hymns  unto  her  nair 
And  miide  a  noise  of  pmise  above  her  bon 
"Which  waked  her  spirit  in  the  grave. 


Old  ton 
Of  soma  glaiJ  tune,  fli^t  heai-cl  long  years  ago, 
WTien  to  their  music  life  went  gladly  too. 
If  heard  once  more  when  life,  after  long  years. 
Goes  not  at  all,  but  rests,  in  him  that  hears 
Awaken  liiiis  the  wild  unwonted  spasm 
Of  life's  long-buried  old  enlhuBiasm. 
Earth  under  earth,  the  earthly  instinct,  raised 
By  earthly  praises  in  the  corpse  thuB  praised, 


She  rose  i'  the  tomb,  and  said'^ 
"  Open !  and  let  me  forth.     I  am  not  dead. 
For  men  yet  praise  me,  and  their  praises  give 
My  joy  thereat  assurance  that  I  live." 
And  the  tomb,  answered,  in  its  own  dumb  way, 
"  I  neither  bnow  the  living,  nor  obey 
Their  voice," 

The  pious  pilgrims  above^round 
Their  rites  performed,  departing  now,  —  the  sound 
Of  human  praise  about  that  tomb  waxed  faint. 
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"Ay,"slieiniise(l,"aSaint  ?.  .  .  .  a  Saint 
Should  seek,  not  men,   but   God."     Slio   iitood 

before 
The  creviced  hinge  of  the  lomb'a  graniio  door 
And  struck  it  with  dead  hands,  and  said  again, 
"  Door  of  the  Toinb,  since  I  have  done  with  meu. 
Show  me  the  ivay  lo  God," 

The  sullen  door 
Acswerod,  "  I  am  the  Door  o'  the  Tomb.     Nu 

iFind  thou  the  way." 


Even  then,  an  awful  light, 
Notof  this  world,  tlirougU  chink  and  creviee  (bright 
With  brightness  as  of  burning  fire  tliat  turns 
Whatever  tMog  Ihe  burning  of  it  bums 
i  nto  its  sifted  elemental  worth  : 
Substance  to  spirit,  ashes  unto  earth) 
Smote  all  the  inner  darkness  where  she  stood. 


Wherobj  she  saw,  outstretched  npon  the  rood, 
The  Image  of  the  Christ  (by  Human  FaitU 
JPiaced  there  in  token  of  life's  trust  in  death), 
jind  on  her  soul  the  sudden  metnoij  came 
''hike  hope  .  ..."  I  am  The  Way  I " 

Wlio  said  tlic  same 
Was  Thoi-6  i'  the  Tomb. 

To  Whom  she,  kneeling,  said, 
"Teach  mc,  0  Clirist  (if  I, iudeed,  be  dead), 
The  way  ....  Thou  seest  .  .   .  ." 
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A  Voice  replied,  "  To  Me, 
Woman,  give  Iraclc  mine  eyes  diat  I  may  see  1 " 
She  dsirsd  not  answer :  davcil  not  gaze  upon 
The  race  Above. 


Even  &i  it  came.     Darkness  return 
Hid  in  iJiat  darlinesB,  never  sliaU  b 
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aiELCOME,  Euphorbos  1  Welcome,  learn- 


Here,  while  wo  keep  in  view 
irhe  sti'Iving  city,  we  evade  the  strife 
"Which,  pleased,  we  witness.      In  the  webs  of  life 
Hark  tt>  ths  bum  of  those  nnliappy  swiu'ms 
'That  cannot  diseneage  their  legs  and  ai 


;  the  meshes,  i 


'etiianfl 


5  that 


'Caught  by  the  erafty  many-handed  thing 
'That  in  the  unperceived  impalpabie  ! 
Squats,  spins,  spies,  and  devours. 


sing. 
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Under  these  myrtle-bongltp,  —  our  sjli'aa  school. 
Here  brenthe  we  Spring,  while,  all  beneath  ouv  gaue. 
The  grass  burns  white  against  the  stubborn  blaze. 
Anil  the  bruised  day  on  rocky  anvils  steams, 
Beat  by  incessant  strokes  of  strong  sunboams. 


Lw>k  yonder,  tricnda,  and  langh  to  sue  those  four 
Brown  wretches  sweating  down  the  stifled  ehoii;, 
To  where,  between  the  wharves,  the  sea-folk  swnrm 
Hound  yonder  galley ;  ench  with  brawny  ami 
And  Btrajniag  neck  outlhrust,  on  bended  back 
Uppropping,  as  he  plods,  his  heavy  pack 
Of  parlj-colorod  staff.     I  oft  haTO  stood 
Still  by  the  hour,  and  in  like  mirthful  mood. 
To  watch  brown  beetles  o'er  a  sandy  road 
TJprolliug  stoutly  each  his  cumbrous  load,  — 
(Wliiie  balls  of  dust,  they  pack  their  eggs  there- 

I  i^noy,)  —  each  with  hairy  chest  aud  chin 
Smothered  and  choking  'neath  the  earthy  globo 
It  costs  so  much  to  stir  so  feebly.     Probo 
The  satisfaction  which  it  cansea  you 
(Standing  in  midst  of  their  minute  ado) 
To  watch  these  creatures  toiling,  and  you  '11  find 
It  comes  not  from  snperior  stixiagth  of  mind 
So  much,  nor  stccngfh,  of  body,  aa  tlwrn  these 
Converted  into  consciousness  of  ease 
By  the  supreme  disdain  with  which  you  view 
The  thmg  that  tasks  the  toiling,  moiling  crew. 
Yout  nothing  done,  because  of  much  perceived. 
Is  worth  more,  doubtless,  than  the  much  achieved 
Towai-ds  their  little  seen,  by  ci'caturcs  born 
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The  chief  gain 
Of  life  is,  certes,  tlieirs  that  can  abstain, 
And  stand  apart.   Man  first  grows  somotliing,  thoa 
When  tot  he  separates  himself  from  men. 
Lite's  lowest  and  lemt  choice  results  wo  know 
And  recognize  in  what  the  Mlany  do 
Together :  life's  aoguetest  grace  alone 
I9  witncEsed  in  the  achievement  of  the  One. 
Bees,  emmets,  beavers,  to  each  other  seem 
As  helpful,  in  th^r  life's  collective  scheme. 
As  men  H)  men.     In  this  alone  doth  lie 
Man's  diflevenco  from  the  boasEa ;  that  man  saifh 

"T," 
Naming  himself,  but  those  "We"  only. 


Well, 
The  insects  yet  do  yonder  slaves  excel. 
??or  they  (the  insects  at  their  toil)  at  least 
'.Toil  for  themselves,  and  famish  tlieir  own  feast. 
.But  those  men  toil  for  others,  whom,  indeed, 
■-They  know  not,  or  not  love.     iFagged  hands  that 

T-lonths  not  their  own.     True,  Zozomen  (alack 
"['hat  so  it  is  I),  well  pleased,  the  sense  coraes  back 
From  chance  employment  on  snch  dusty  scene. 
To  And  meanwhile,  among  tliese  brandies  green. 
His  fellow  senses,  in  full  ease,  supplied 
By  cool  sounds  and  swoet smells  with  all  the  pvide 
Of  a  moat  perfect  idleness.     But  see ! 
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The  white  half-moon,  by  yonder  old  pine-treo, 
In  keener  curve  of  cleticer  crescent  now 
Bites  the  blae  aiv.     Time  to  begin,  I  trow  1 
And  Enoeli  brings  us  tvcHsures  in  his  sleeve. 
Is  it  the  scroll,  Ben  Enoch? 


By  your  leave. 
My  mover's  great-grca^grandsire,  as  yon  know, 
In  jonr  renowned  Librarinm,  long  ago. 
Bad  charge  of  ihoae  three  ohambers,  where  ivere 

The  Hebrew  and  Assyrian  rolls.     The  sword 

Of  the  first  Ciesar  on  this  city  lay 

Not  lightly  :  bnt  ere  Roma's  rerolfed  prey, 

Eecaptured  thus,  her  wrath  was  pastured  on. 

This  great-groat^randsire  of  my  mother,  gone 

To  Thehea,  in  search  of  knowledge,  —  his  life's  end. 

Was  by  an  old  Egyptian  seer,  his  friend, 

Forewarned  of  what  was  doing.     Wherefore  he 

Hetnmed  not,  knowing  that  which  was  to  be. 

And  in  the  farthest  East  he  died  at  last. 

Leaving  this  scroll.     Which  to  explain  surpassed 

Even  his  skill,  though  least  among  the  eoers 

He  was  not.     Nathless  I,  nigh  fourscore  years 

Searching  out  truth,  have  in  myself  found  light 

Whereby  to  see,  and  set  in  all  men's  sight. 

The  meaning  of  this  mystery.     It  is  writ 

All  in  straight  strokes,  hke  thorns.     Perusing  it, 

I  find  the  sense  runs,  not  alone  from  left 

To  right,  hut  r^ht  to  left,  as  in  a  weft 

Of  cross-spun  threads,  and  also  vertical  r 

The  text  alliterated,  duplex,  all 

Instinct  with  double  import ;  and  the  tongue 
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That  antiijne  Sjvian  which  survives  among 
Some  parts  of  Ezra's  scriplura,  where  he  utes 
The  letter  which  the  Persic  king  ioditea. 
Sueh  is  the  text.     Upon  the  marge  thereof 
I  find  a  commetitary  cramp  and  tongh 
In  Hebrew  with  no  vowel  points,  by  a  hand 
Unknown,  which  I  surmise  Ben  Shishak's.     And 
All  this  I  have  nnriddlcd,  and  writ  out, — 
The  essence  of  it,  not  the  form,  no  doubt ; 
For  al[  made  up  of  Bounds  too  volatile 
For  traosmntation  is  the  nntiijue  style : 
....  Even  your  olastie  language  locks  not  these 
lo  its  clear  limbec,  whence  their  light  troop  flees 
In  brilliance,  bursting  swift  the  brittle  bond. 
To  fade  i'  tlie  boundless  infinite  beyond, 
Dispersed  like  falling  stars.     Bat  what  I  deem  — 
Nay  hoM  for  certain^tho  substantial  theme 
'Of  thonght  that  underlies  the  illusive  text. 
Here  in  my  hand  T  hold,  —  plain,  nnperplext, 
(Set  forth  in  current  Greek. 

Ifead,  pritliee  read, 


Then,  to  please  jon  ....  Since,  indeed, 
'I  know  that,  not  alone,  in  earlier  age, 
Milesian  Thales,  and  that  Samiau  sage, 
Anaximander,  and  Parmenides, 
But  not  long  since,  Plotinus,  and  with  these 
(Not  ia  name  all  those  Greek?  that  follow  them) 
Latins  no  few,  who,  thongb  of  Rome,  condemn 
No  less  the  dull  inapprehcnsive  scorn 
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Of  thoir  o'orweening  West  for  Knowledge  bocn 
Beyond  tlio  palms,  before  the  pyramids, 
"Where  Eaitb's  first  Mom  first  oped  Iier  ai'dent  lids, 
Were  &iti  to  slake  their  thirst  of  things  divine 
Ac  that  same  am  nheoce  now  I  pour  llib  wiao 
0'  the  old  bright  East 


UJe  reads.)  I. 

"  In  the  Beginning,  God,  the  Unbegun, 
(Dread  Doec  of  the  Deed  that 's  never  Done  I) 
Made  Matter  :  that  tlie  glory  of  his  pure 
Perfection,  through  this  eiemeot  ol>scnre 
Passing,  and  being  thereby,  as  it  were, 
Tempei'cd  to  what  the  etiength  of  souls  can  bear 
Might  ma}:e  rich  colors  in  ttie  lives  of  men. 
His  cared-for,  bnt  yet  unborn  children. 


Night  took,  and.   hid,    God's  gii 
Her  mantle,  murmuring,  '  Mine  ! ' 
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The  cons  of  tha  Day  that  hath  no  i-isu 
Nor  soiling  in  the  scope  of  mortal  eyes 
Flowed  round  abont  the  circle  of  Gtod's  Will, 
I'  the  orbit  of  Eternity. 


The  Wocd,  —  which  is  the  perfect  probola 
Of  Power,  forth  issuing  from  the  depilis  of  Day, 
Sammotied  Tlie  Night  to  God  to  render  back 
V/liat  God  bad  made. 


"  Night  answered  wi^  the  everlasting  No 
Of  nothing-knowing  Silence.     And  outspread 
?£er  sullen,  solitary  Kings,  and  fled 
.iFni-ther,  nnd  farther  from,  the  Light,  before 
The  Voice  of  God. 


"  In  her  brute  heart  she  horo 
Nathlcss,  the  Won.!,  tliat  cried  inexorable, 
'  Obey! 'whereto  Night  answered  mnto,  'Compel!' 
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By  lawless  ileed  tho  lawful  instrument 
Of  love  she  loved  not.     Por  where'er  she  went. 
Deeper  and  deeper  with  Jier  went  hcu  doom, — 
To  bring  about  God's  glory  in  the  gloom  : 
Plying  witli  what  she  fled  from  unaware, 
Compelled  in  her  inconscions  breast  \ia  bear 
"'  '     s  burden  of  the  uttered  Word, 


"  Sturk  Matter  atirretl 
Put  forth  a  pining  impulse,  and  'gan  rouse 
Eevolt  all  round  its  gloomy  prison-house. 
Yearning  to  get  back  to  the  hand  of  Him 
That  made  it.     Pitfnl  in  each  monstrous  limb 
The  thick  life  throbbeii,  tho  tormidablo  face 
Twitched,  and  the  enormous  frame  in  helpless  ens 
Heaved;  for,  not  dead,  but  dreaming  heavily, 
The  giant  infant  breathed.     But  bhnd  of  eye, 
Callous  of  ear,  Darkness  with  Silence  old 
Crouched  by  the  cradle ;  and  their  dismal  hold 
Held  fast  Night's  prey,  and  theirs. 


"  To  break  whoso  thrall. 
He  that  is  All  in  One,  being  Ono  in  All, 
Raised  up  Auxiliar  Forces  ;  they  that  be. 
Since  man  hath  been,  dwellers  on  earth,  in  sea. 
And  in  the  fire,  tho  air ;  though  whence  of  old 
Theso  first  had  birth  not  even  was  it  told 
To  Moses  on  the  monnlain. '  This  alone 
Is  certain  r  not  among  tho  Angels  known 
Nor  Elohim ;  but  rather  of  tliis  earth. 
Or  elscwlierc  uudcr  Heaven  had  these  their  birth." 
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(ffessys.) 

itabbi  Ben  Sliishak  tbioks,  and  I  wiih  hlin, 

These  should  be  numbered  of  those  Teraphini,  — 

Inferior  foii;es,  visible  to  man, 

Of  the  InviBible  Will,  —  tho  Sjrian 

Worshipped  as  gods ;  whose  images,  when  she 

With  Jacob  iied  to  Gilead,  priviiy 

Eacliel  from  Laban  stole. 

(H=  reads  )  sii. 

"Then  forth,  at  length, 
To  conflict  came  lie  that  in  subtle  strength 
la  mightiest  of  those  miuiswrs  that  serve 
The  Maker's  Will  in  Matter.     Every  nervo 
O'  the  intense  Nature  vibrated  beneath 
His  burning  impulse  when,  as  sword  from  shcatlt, 
I'orth  flashed  tlie  Spirit  of  Fire  unto  his  aim ; 
Impetuous,  thunder-boiled,  fledged  with  flame. 


In  hia  immitignbte  scorn  of  I'est, 

With  searching  challonge  to  swift  Cliange  addroat, 

To  do  his  bidding  on  the  dangerous  Deep 

-Roused  to  reluctant  rao^on  from  dull  sleep 

7^aM  many  more  and  mighty  ones  beside, 

In  warfare,  waged  on  Night,  with  him  allied  ; 

Whereby  Night's  realm  was  shakod  and  si 

through 
With  an  intermioable  to  and  fro. 
I?or  whatsoe'er  that  Spirit  loathes,  oi 
To  seek,  or  shun,  liis  ardent  cont^t. 
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"  To  run  whose  errandfl  then  uprose  tlie  Wind, 
That  sightless  seekev  of  what  none  shall  find, 
And  moved  on  the  voxt  Deep,  and  strove  wil 

To  rend  the  vesture  vast  o'  the  antique  Night. 


"  Albeit  in  vain.     !Fov  everywhere  the  deep 
Enduring  Darkness,  —  steadfast,  even  as  Sleep 
Is  steadfast  round  about,  above,  and  nnder 
The  tninult  of  some  Dream  that  cannot  sunder 
The  slumber  it  makes  terrible,  —  clung  fkse. 
And  througt  the  hollow  dark  the  whirlwind  passedj 
As  a  thought  passes  through  a  soul,  —  which,  go 
Where'er  ie  will,  that  soni  still  holds.     Even  so 
The  darkness  held  tlie  whirlwind.     And  Kight'w 

Floated  thereon,  forever,  overall. 


"Then  rolled  the  Waters ;  laboring  to  the  light 
Tliat  was  not :  siruek  the  stubborn  sides  of  Night, 
And  grovelled  ;  for  the  wilful-hearted  world 
Of  waters  nil  its  frenzied  forces  hnrled, 
To  meet  but  blind  bewildering  reverse, 
Against  the  solid  of  the  nniverse : 
And  hung  the  hissing  torrent  on  tbo  arch 
Of  hoUowadrenched,  wherethrough  thedismal  march 
Of  Deluge,  bellowing,  burst,  and,  witli  coldclaiv 
Of  clammy  greed,  into  the  hungiy  maw 
Of  monstrous   movement   scraped    the   confused 
wrecks 
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Of  broken  oppositioa.     But,  to  vex 
Itself  in  rain,  the  purblind  element, 
A  rude  find  ravenous  monster,  came  and  went ; 
And,  mall,  with  uncoogenitd  eabstance  mixed. 
Disordered  wovBe  disorder  wild  ;  unfixei 
Tlio  hiogea  of  the  gateivays  of  the  floods, 
And  shifted  their  fav-fleetine  solitudes 
Endlessly  to  no  end. 


:3  Kight,  still  motionless  on  shore. 
Still  moving  upon  sea,  was  everywhere  : 
Inexorable,  ignorant,  unaware, 
But  mistress  still  of  Matter. 


"Last,  in  wrnth 
ITorth  rushed  Fire's  self  upon  his  reckless  path. 
Kight's  mntilated  mantle  kindled,  shrank, 
iSucked  up  the  seething  heat,  and  rose  iiud  sank 
Tiormeated,  yst  tenacious.     For,  where'er 
The  scorching  Spuitsliil  through,  did  Night  repair 
■With  instantaneously  returning  dark 
Ifer  ravaged  shade.     As  wlien  spai'k  after  spark 
Iluna  over  trembling  tinder ;  which  anon 
To  every  fibre  whence  the  flame  hath  gone 
B'oth  —  though  calcined,  yet  unoonsaroed — restore 
The  swift-reverting  blackness  as  before. 
Bat  through  the  havoc  and  the  breach  he  wrought, 
In  rushed  the  audacious  Force,  intense  as  thought. 
Bight  to  the  core  of  what  Night  strove  to  hide. 
There  —  swallowed  soon  in  the  abysmal  tide 
Of  Darkness  —  caught  a  prisoner  by  the  thing 
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He  came  to  capture,  —  made,  not  Matter's  king, 
Bnt  Matter's  slave,  —  thereafter,  might  not  he 
Prom  this  material  any  more  he  free. 
Though,  discontented,  unresigned  to  abide 
fettered  in  daijiness  and  to  coH  allied. 
The  radiant  captive  strove,  till  Night  ivas  fain. 
Cramped,  and  diminished  of  her  dismal  reign. 
To  camp  far  off  upon  Iho  doudy  tract. 
Half  conquered,  in  a  sort  of  snilen  pace 
With  light  she  loved  not." 


Thus,  the  Principle 
Of  ]?ire,  materialized,  and  made  10  dwell 
Distributed  in  all  things,  —  being  thereby 
In  each  confounded  irrecoverably. 
To  all  things,  interpenetrating  each. 
Gave  Ms  owe  leaping  life  ;  that  yearns  to  reach 
Upward  and  outward. 


"  I'ram  tlic  deitths  uprooC 
Gaping  volcanoes,  that  with  violent  throes 
Gapped  ag^nst  heaven.     The  strong  earthqualo's 

Jarred  underneath ;  and  split  finm  chasm  to  chnsiHl 
The  granite  flanks  of  diz^y  hills  and  isles. 
And  promontories  rocked  on  tottering  piles. 
A)>ont  whose  base  the  round  sea,  rolling,  ivent 
To  wrap  the  world  with  its  blue  element. 
Locked  in  the  calm  light  of  the  ciystal  air. 
The  buried  I'orco,  still  seeking  everywhere 


lor.;:,.  Google 


TBE  SCROLL.  : 

JTi'eah  forme  of  freedom  in  new  layers  of  life. 
Still  fi-ora  each  liot  and  hidden  SGodling,  rife 
With  the  enraptured  eonsciousnesa  of  power. 
Put  forth  faataotic  pomps  of  plant  and  flower 
To  deck  the  palace  of  his  new-bom  world. 


"  Then  firat  tlie  centenary  palm  unfurled 

Brood  in  blae  air  his  emerald  diadem, 

And  thronged  with  feathety  eliafw  his  quivei'ed  stem. 

Then  spread  the  pillared  planlain,  a  dim  house 

Of  happy  leaves,  with  shadows  populous. 

Then  first  in  blaze  of  bloom  the  aloe  hurst 

Bold-faced,  and  sank,  and  rose  renewed.    Then  first 

Slant  stooped  the  cedars  from  theiv  monntain  height. 

Aod  over  all  the  lands,  in  lone  delight, 

Tlie  forests  ranrmnring  to  themselves,  the  seas 

Sounding  together,  and  the  melodies 

Of  old  EarCli's  morning  song  made  music  sweet ; 

Whereto  the  while  stars,  dancing  with  faint  feet 

Far  ofij  rejoiced  in  golden  companies. 


•■'  And  still,  in  glad  and  serious  self-surprise, 
'The  conscious  being  of  the  beauteous  world. 
With  breath  on  breath,  through  bloom  on  bloom, 
unfurled, 

Grew  fair,  and  fairer,  gathering  grace,  from  high 

To  liigher  life. 
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Paced  the  ful!  sun,  his  aeighbor ;  proud  to  dwell 
Alone  in  liglit.     Tlie  brooding  yultiire  tald 
Peered  out  of  unsunned  crags.     Tiie  cnilew  ciJla 
ITrom  breezy  bays.     Croii-full  in  marsliy  liauntu 
Stalked  tlie  liigh-shonldered  ponch-bsated  cormo 

The  stilted  storic  to  guard  her  atiy  nest 
Stood  sentinel.     Down  Saslied  witii  flnmy  breast 
The  red  liamingo.     Screamed  the  scornful  jay. 
The  trotting  oatrich  Ecuddod  swift  away. 
Cold-coated  wjyema  flapped  with  Epik.y  wing 
Waste  fens,  in  air  forlornly  wayfariog. 
And  merry  bills  waxed  lond  in  ieafy  groves. 


"  The  hriny  sounds  began  to  swarm  with  droves 
Of  silent  finny  5ha,pe8,  whose  startled  eyes 
Peruse  the  serious  deeps  in  dim  surprise. 
The  tunny,  with  his  troop  of  oncouth  kin, 
Tumbled  all  night  in  moony  deeps.     The  ihin 
!Fla^flllgered  starfish  on  the  shelly  sand 
Sunned  his  slow  life,  or  Uunchett  bim  loose  fi'oiii 


Wind-bealflQ  beaches  crawled.     I'  the  hollowstoU'B 
The  hermit  limpet  lived  his  hfe  alone. 
Where  blushed  the  coral  branch,  with  nnshut  eye 
Xiphias,  in  ailentncss,  sailed,  swovded,  by. 
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Hyena  laughed  at  nothing  all  eight  long 

In  lonesome  lauds  below  the  moon  :  the  strong 

Unwieldy  unicoms,  about  the  bi'ink 

Of  reedy  rivers  trampling,  ti'ooped  to  drink ; 

Tlie  jumping  jerboa  in  her  wallet  warmed 

Her  sucklitig  brood  with  beaded  eyes :  long-armed 

The  lean  ape  chattered  on  the  branch,  and  swung  : 

Gambolled  the  frolic  squirrel :  gayly  rung 

With  spleenful  neighings  many  a  herded  lawn 

Of  happy  grass,  where  roamed  at  dewy  dawn 

The  wanton  horses  :  with  embattled  mane, 

A  citadel  of  strength,  in  grave  disdain, 

MajesUc  marched  the  lion  :  lissom  leapt, 

Or  crouched,  the  wary  iJger :  cumbrous  stept 

The  mountainous  elephant :  on  sandy  couch 

Supine  beneath  the  palm,  with  provendered  pouch. 

Mused  the  mild  camel  at  mid-noon. 


"  The  things 
rrbat  sail  on  sunny  sit,  with  splendid  wings, 
'Sparkled  and  hammed  :  the  frogal  emmets  trooped 
To  store  tbeir  sandy  citadel :  moles  scooi^ed 
IiBlind  chambers  in  the  clod :  the  scorpion  sprawled 
At  ease  i'  the  hollow  wood :  in  patience  crawled 
The  many-colored  caterpillars  ;  bees. 
The  busy  builders,  aroand  resinous  trees 
Sung  ardent  in  the  shade  :  the  sleek,  smoolh-oiled, 
And  silvery-spotted  serpent,  slumbrous,  coiled 
In  grassy  twine  of  tangled  growths  ;  and  swift 
Darted  the  vivid  lizard  to  her  rift. 
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And  creeping   thing   to   flying.     Life   rose,  and 

Like  ripples  of  ninning  water  in  the  enn, 

Whose  mirths  are  many,  but  dieir  movement  one. 

And  every  creatore,  doing  what  the  need 

Of  its  own  nature  promptec!,  —  in  that  deed 

Delighting,  —  did  by  its  pavticnlar  joy 

Make  more  the  general  felicity  : 

And,  living  its  own  life  in  great  or  smalt, 

Promote,  in  part,  life's  purpose,  sumined  in  all ; 

As  anits  in  a  scale  of  numbers  stand 

So  placed  that  each  gives  out  on  either  hand 

Hia  value  lo  all  others." 

(ffs  SOS!.)  ,        . 

1  opine 
The  text  implies  that  all  which  was,  in  fine. 
On  each  pai'tieulnr  part  imperative, 
As  Power's  tributary,  to  contrive 
Sor  contribution  to  lie  Life  o'  the  Whole 
(Which,  though  in  many  bodies,  is  one  soul). 
Was  by  the  separate  will  that  works  alone 
In  each  part  (conscious  solely  of  its  own 
Espedal  want  or  pnrpose,  whatsoe'er 
That  chance  to  be)  accorded,  as  it  were, 
lu  prosecution  of  its  proper  joy, 
Serving  itself.     Moreover,  that  the  employ 
Of  every  function  requisite  thereto 
Was  ao  contrived,  in  all  God's  creatures  do. 
As  that  the  creatnre's  action  should  produce 
Pleasure,  —  the  aim  and  sdmnlant  of  Use, 
The  modve  of  Life's  movernent.     Yon  would  say 
LifS,  wanting  such  things  done,  devised  this  way 
Of  winning  all  that  lives  to  serve  her  end. 
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Serving  its  own ;  —  by  joy  in  means  that  mend 

The  saiutary  sense  of  some  distress, 

Whieh  is  ilictatreRS  of  that  happiness 

The  croatare's  faculties  were  formed  to  find. 

Anil  therefore  man,  that  is  in  one  oombmed 

Both  animal  and  intellectual, 

Most  specially  behooves  it  that  he  shall 

Secnra  the  complex  happiness  of  each : 

Whose  bn9in«£9,  for  this  reason,  is  to  teach 

Himself,  first  to  iaiagiao  and  conceive 

The  highest  happiness,  and  next  to  leave 

To  his  soul's  scorn  all  happiness  that  seema 

A  lesser  happiness  ihan  that  he  deems 

The  highest :  sparing  piecemeal  Wi  employ 

His  faculties  on  fti^nientary  joy. 

Since  great  joy  must,  greatly  to  be  enjoyed. 

Be  nourished  npon  lessor  joys  destroyed. 

I  also  deem  they  err  who  hold  that  Good 

Is  Life's  aim  :  rather  is  it  —  to  my  mood  — 

life's  aim's  benign  condition  :  for  Life's  ium. 

In  fact,  is  simply  Happiness.     The  same 

Is  Good  i'  the  consequence.     I  say  again 

What  of  Life's  end,  if  all  the  means  were  pain  1 

What  if  rest,  sustenance,  actiTity 

Wore  needful  and  yet  batBtal  t  if  the  eye. 

Compelled  to  see,  were  scorched  by  sight?  the  ear 

Made  sore  by  eoand,  though  still  required  to  hear  t 

And  Life's  necessities  imposed,  in  scorn. 

Not  love,  a  curse  lo  sense  1     The  insect  bom. 

Even  while  I  apeak,  where  yon  stark  aloes  throw 

Their  scanty  shades,  —  is  horn  with  skill  £o  know 

The  food,  and  where  to  find  the  fbod,  he  needs. 

Wliat  if 't  wore  othcriviac  ?     The  leaf  that  foeiJs 

Miijlit  all  as  well  destroy  him.     It  does  not. 
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Wherefore,  percdving  how  this  Life  doth  plot 

To  bring  her  ends  round,  —  get  herself  obeyed,  — 

By  mitiietering  to  all  that  she  hath  made 

To  be  hor  minister  iu  turn,  —  what  care, 

What  shrewdly  shaped  contrivance  evciywhore, — 

Seeing,  I  sny,  her  means  all  good,  I  must 

Infer  the  end  good  also,  —  to  be  jast. 

Albeit  not  failing  v>  observe,  in  all, 

The  means  of  pleasure  raade  conditional 

To  a  capacity  for  psin  as  well. 

A  possible  Heaven  and  a  possible  Hell 

In  the  emplojineat  of  ^1  faculties ; 

Mysterious  Ezdads,  welcome  to  the  wise, 

Though  feacfdl  to  the  fool.     One  asks  me,  Why 

la  Evil  everywhere  ^  and  1  reply, 

That  everywhere  there  maj  be  gi-owth  of  Good. 

Would  I  forego  that  growth,  even  if  I  could  ? 

Bj  no  means.     I  resume  the  text. 

(He  rcods.)  XXVIII. 

"  There  wer>^ 
Two  beings  —  of  the  realm  that  is  not  tur, 
But  formed  of  finer  element  afar. 
Which  floweth  ronnd  about  'tivixt  star  and  stav, 
And  feeds  with  heat  und  light  all  orbs  wo  riew 
Through  ether  rolling. 


"Brothers  were  they,  ti 
Loving  each  other,  living  io  God's  love. 
As  in  them  God's  love  liveth :  horn  above 
Mortality  :  of  burning  Essence  bright : 
One  all  pure  licat;   the  other  nil  pure  lii^ht: 


lor.;:,.  Google 


TBE  SCROLL.  igj 

Whose  nature  m.ij'  be  realized  by  men 
Vaguely  —  in  moments  rare  —  and  only  tlien 
When,  by  the  Thinking-power  upward  hrougbt. 
Or  by  the  Feeling  outward,  in  his  thought 
Or  bis  emotion,  man  appionches  close 
To  Truth,  —  knows  what  he  loves,  loves  what  he 
knows. 


"'■""■> 

The  antique  nomenchiture,  as  most  fit 
Though,  for  the  meaning,  —  could  ont 
In  the  Greek  tongue,  't  wore  simpler  di 
To  helloniae  what  these  two  names  imply 
(If  my  conjecture  he  not  all  at  loss), 
Culling  them  Thermos  and  Selaspboros. 
B;e  that  illumes  of  him  that  warms  being  brother- 
Spirits, —  of  Wisdom  one,  of  Love  the  other. 


{He  reads.)  XSXI, 

'"  Now  Zefyr,  looking  down  the  light  of  God, 
Beheld  this  earth;  and  saw  it  the  abode 
Of  beings  beauteous,  bat  unconseious  yet 
Of  beauty :  each  life  limiKd,  and  set 
Apart  from  That  which  is  the  Life  of  All, 
Sbnt  in  itself;  so,  fixt  from  rise  or  fall 
To  its  own  type  of  benuty  :  —  there  Ihe  end 
And  bourne  of  all  it9  being. 
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"  Stmng  to  rend 
And  roam,  the  lion  x  bright  in  bloom,  the  rose. 
And  sweet  in  otlor ;  where  the  wal«r  flows 
Swift  slides  the  fish :  the  bird  in  buoyatiC  nir 
Springs  blithe ;  each  creature,  acting  unaware 
Of  rII  the  beauty  in  all  others,  meant, 
Mixt  with  its  own.  to  perfect  the  content 
Of  the  Creator  ii  " ' 


"  But,  what  if  it  were  possihle  to  call 

And  gather  up  into  some  central  soul 

(The  oonacions  consummation  of  the  whole) 

All  separate  strengths  and  beanties  stored  in  each  ? 

Some  crowning  nature  graced  with  force  to  reach 

Out  of  itself  on  alt  sides  round,  —  return 

Into  itself  anon,  —  and  so  discern 

Its  fit  relation  to  Life's  other  parts ; 

Whereto,  in  each,  Life  tends,  whorefrom  it  starlEi ; 

The  fit  relation  of  all  pans  to  it ; 

And  last  its  own,  and  their,  relation  fit 

To  the  One  wherefrom  all  come,  whereto  Jill  tend. 

In  whom  is  the  beginning  and  the  end  ? 


"  Could  some  such  soul  beget  itself,  — : 
The  lion's  strength,  the  beauty  of  the  ti 
The  joy  that  in  the.sea-hom  creatare  eb 
The  deep,  the  bird's  delight  that  soars  i 
The   boundless   heavens;  —  by   power 

To  put  its  proper  life  forth  everywhere 
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Beyond  itself,  and  bring  it  back  again 
Triumphant,  with  a  tributary  train 
Of  other  lives,  made  captive  to  its  own 
By  ihe  imagining  of  what  alone 
Sense  notices,  hnC  knows  not 


"Such  a  being 
Might  be  i'  the  world  the  Bye  of  Nature,  seeing 
Before  and  after.     Conaeei'ating  so 
All  creatures  in  one  creature,  orowneJ,  below. 
As  the  world's  seer,  conspicuous  might  he  stand 
'Twixt  Earth  and  Heaven,  upholding  in  his  hand 
The  censer  of  the  praise  of  all,  increast 
Bv  his  own  joy  therein  :  the  great  High  Priest 
OS  all  God's  creatures  before  God) 


"  Whereat,  on  liim  there  fell. 
Through  all  the  solemn  anct  symplionious  psalm 
0<f  seraphim  that  sing  'twixt  palm  and  palm 
O'f  Paradise,  a  sadness,  soft,  profbnnd, 
fi-s  of  a  silence  hid  within  a  sound. 


Znfyr,  perceiving  that,  where'er  they  went 
Together,  Zefyr's  brow  was  downward  bent. 
Not  ujiward,  as  of  old,  in  council  diew 
His  brother  forth. 
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"  'T  was  when  the  evening  dew 
Was  on  the  silent  summer  woods,  the  Star 
Of  Even  smiling  fkir,  serene,  and  far 
Over  the  lone  bright  lands  and  waters  wide 
Of  the  young  world.  All-apying,  nneepied 
Of  beast  o(  bird,  in  midst  of  bird  and  beast, 
On  ft  mountain  sumroit  in  tho  ferthest  East 
These  Spirits  sat  in  converse. 


"  Zefjr  said 
To  Zafyr,  answering  as  the  heart  to  the  head 
Makes  ansivei-  prompt,  with  no  dull  need  of  speech, 
In  some  full-natured  man  : 


"  '  Look  forth !  and  reach 
With  ms,  where  runs  my  thought  araund  the  rim 
Of  this  green  world,  (hat  in  the  light  of  him 
That  made  it,  lieth  sleeping  with  shut  eye 
And  but  half-beating  heart ;  not  knowing  why 
It  is,  nor  in  whose  Hand  it  lieth  there. 
How  fair  to  spiritual  sight !  so  fair 
That  we,  God's  Seraphs,  from  our  sphere  descerid 
To  bathe  us  in  its  beauty,  and  so  send 
The  fuller  strain  of  a  refreshened  praise 
To  him  that  made,  and  grants  it  to  our  gaze. 


"  '  And  yet  how  ignorant !  how  blind !  so  1>11 
Of  being,  that,  —  albeit  we,  that  wind 
Where'er  the  Maker's  Will  through  Matter  m 
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Dcliglit,  therewith,  fo  wander  these  warm  grovei 

Or  from  the  meditative  moiintain-tops 

At  morn  or  eTflii,  when  the  sweet  light  drops 

Or  riees,  watch  the  wondrous  going  on 

Of  God's  great  work  tlierein,  — meaoKhathitno: 

Nor  knowledge,  nor  desire  of  any  way 

To  speak  with  us,  lo  answer  wW  we  bbj, 

Kise  and  respond  to  that  supernal  sphere 

Whereto,  not  knowing  this,  it  lieth  so  near. 

Of  it  we  know ;  it  knoweih  not  of  us. 


" '  Wliat  keeps  the  beauteous  exile  cancelled  thtis 
From  all  communion  with  the  Life  that's  whole 
In  Spirit  only?     Surely  't  is  a  soul 
Yet  wanting.' 


"  Then,  an  answer  from  Abore 
Was  ntterad  unto  Zefjr :  '  Spivit  of  Love 
That  lookest  downward,  to  all  sonls  of  mine 
That,    looking,     loring,    downward,  —  as   doth 

thine,  — 
L^ive  that  which  is  beneath  them,  it  is  given 
T  0  follow  where  love  lendelh  ;  down  fram  Heaven 
To  Earth,  from  Earth  Wt  Hell ;  and  there,  made 

With  what  they  love,  to  employ  their  love  thereon, 

Living  their  life  therein.     "That  love  may  so 

Fill  all  creation,  up  and  down.     Whereto 

Is  this  condition  flxt :  That,  nevermore 

The  loftier  natnre  may  its  life  restore, 

Kor  place  resume,  at  that  first  point  assigned 
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ItB  process  in  my  purpose,  till  it  iind 

Strength  in  iisefr  to  uplift  theie,  —  not  alone 

Itself,  —  but,  with  itself,  that  lowlier  one 

Whereto  its  love  tdlies  it.     If  in  this 

It  triumph,  thea  the  sphere  it  soars  to  is 

Diviner,  loftier,  lovelier  than  before ; 

Enlarged  bj  life,  not  smgte  uny  more, 

Butt  twofold.     For,  what  strength  the  spirit  needs 

To  painfully  recover,  by  slow  deeds 

Accuniulateil  from  the  clutch  of  Tinie 

And  Circumstance,  in  action,  that  Eubllme 

First  starting-poitit  of  Love's  self-sought  career. 

Impels  its  upward  impulse  to  a  sphere 

Superior  even  to  that  which,  in  descent, 

It  for  Love's  sake  surrendered.     In  the  event 

Such  spirits,  my  participators,  win 

At  the  Right  Hand  of  Gi'eatnesB,  highest  within 

High  Heaven's  secret  sanctuary,  a  throne 

EeservBd  for  those  Experiences  alone 

That  have  advanced  my  purpose  :  which  doth  move 

Hot  only  to  create,  but  to  improve 

Life  in  the  highest  and  lowest,  —  lifb  in  all  r 


Bound  la  base  engines,  upward  to  prevail 
With  the  low  consort  of  his  choice,  t^vufold 
Shall  be  his  failure  ;  failing  to  uphold 
Himself  where  first  he  'lighted  from  above. 
And  failing  to  uplift  what  he  doth  love ; 
And  they  shall  sink  together.     And,  becauM 
What  Is  is  infinite,  all  power,  that  draws 
Upward  or  downward,  urges  up  or  dowa 
Whate'or  it  meets  with  and  can  make  its  owr 
B'orever  and  forever.' 
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"  Ztfyr  heiiriJ, 
Glowing  ■  and  anewerad, '  Good,  O  Lord,  thy  word 
To  him  that  hoars  it,  ever  I     Let  mine  be 
The  task  with  Matter  to  return  to  thee.' 


"But  ZrfjT  cried :  '  O  Brother,  go  not  thou  1 

What  of  the  load  laid  on  theo  canst  thoti  know  ? 

Or  of  thy  power  to  lift  it  from  beneath  1 

Behold  I  it  lieth,  sleeping  ia  the  breBlh 

Of  its  own  beauty,  as  thyself  hast  said, 

This  world,  whose  blind  brute  heart-without-a-head 

DrrjametU  not  augbt  between  itself  and  God. 

On/;e  wake  it,  —  make  it  'ware  that  in  tlie  sod, 

Now  smiling  all  unconscioua,  glara  a  soul. 

And  will  not  Matter  murtlierouBly  dole 

To  such  ft  troublous  tenant,  — if  not  death,  — 

Pain,  dreadfully  prolonged  on  every  breath 

Tliat  troubles  Matter?     What  Earth's  dwellers  be 

Is  biat  nnbettered.     Bid  such  beings  see 

A  life  abore  them,  better  than  their  own,  — 

A  ojinstantly  receding  splendor  shown 

Ne^ver  to  be  secured,  —  a  point  i'  the  play 

Of  power,  perpetually  drawn  away, 

Allteit  perpetually  present  still 

Tci  life's  ansatisfied  pursuit,  —  how  ill 

E  ven  to  themselves  must  all  they  be  and  do 

Trhun  seem,  confronted  with  Che  maddening  view 

Of  such  a  proBp<Jct,  endloESly  at  hand, 

Eiidlessly  dielaat.     What  contrivance,  planned 

Por  pain,  more  potent  than  such  gift,  whereby 

The  Better  seen  must  needs  incessantly 

Condemn  the  Good  possessed  t ' 
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Saw,  watching  wistful  with  a  serious  smile, 
Among  her  lucid  orbs,  the  palliiJ  Night 
HBtuming  soMy,  in  sad  peace  with  light, 
Over  the  waters  t«  the  west ;  and  said ;  — 


"  I  Lo,  everywhere,  though  pent  and  proslratcd. 

How  Fire,  forerunner  of  the  force  in  me, 

Haih  vindicated  in  his  oivn  degree 

A  noble  nature  in  base  circmnstance ; 

Whose  very  pain  doth  yet  his  power  enhance ! 

What  was  this  world,  ere  in  it  wakened  those 

Stupendous  pangs,  those  passionate  birth-throea 

Of  Beauty,  the  predestined  fruit  of  Power  1 

Eyen  to  make  possible  yon  beli-prankt  flower 

That  tiembles  sweet  i'  the  solitary  air, 

What  earthquakes  quickened,  what  mad  mounlidn 

Cast  up,  crosht  down :  of  whose  so  difficult 
And  dismal  labor,  lo,  the  last  result,  — 
A  httle  flower  that  knows  not  its  own  worth ! 
Ay,  hut  the  flower's  mere  beauty  wins  lo  earth 
A  Seraph.     What,  now,  if  that  Seraph's  heart, 
Hid  in  this  world,  had  place  to  play  its  part, 
DxpresE  its  paEsion,  vent  its  vehemence  t 

More  heautifui,  more  complex,  more  complete  — 
Might  rise  therefrom  the  gaie  of  God  to  greet  ? 
Perehance,  some  lovelier  flower,  of  statelier  hfe. 
Sprang,  not  from  Matter's  toil,  but  Spirit's  siiife, 
Might,  btealiiing  beauty  from  its  native  «od. 
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"  '  Too  lale,  perchanca.     Thou  goest  idone^  ' 

"'Not  lonely. 

Strong  Tielpmatcs  hare  I  with  me.' 

" '  Whom  ? ' 


"'Two  only. 
!■  fti  th-  in-ths-Futuf e,  Memory-of-the-Past. 
And,  doubt  Dot,  theEe  Two  sba.U  beget  me  fast 
New  families  of  Spirits,  bom  to  know 
(God  granting)  whence  I  am,  whither  I  go  : 
Poets,  and  Ifertyca.     But,  Bince  I  miiEt  needs 
Pass  lone  from  where  thy  placid  Esaenea  fteija 
Its  intellectual  life,  to  lower  forms, 
Tl-ieo,  Brother,  thee,  —  though  housed  in  dust,  with 

S'uU  let  me  ftel  not  Bir,  —  where'er  perchance, 

Oamped  in  cold  clasp  of  clay-bom  Circumstance, 

I,  from  my  new  probationary  toil, 

Liook  upivard  with  the  love  earth  cannot  soil;  — 

'otill  as  of  old,  dear  Spirit,  in  oar  august 

And  grand  communion,  lifting,  though  from  dust, 

Loolis  that  in  thine  the  love  that  lights  them  now 

Shall  find  unchanged  I     And,  if  God's  grace  allow 

This  long-pent  passion  U>  attain  in  tim6 

Some  eminence  of  Nature,  more  sublime 

Than  Earth  yet  liolds,  —  there.  Spirit,  if  that  may 
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Sloop  thou  to  meet  me,  who  shall  rise  to  thee, 
Eor  wholly  miss  thee,  where  I  soon  must  live, 
I'  the  myriad  moulds  God  doth  to  Matter  give. 
Wherein,  life  bests;  therewith  my  course  pursue. 
Trusting  to  feeble  fectJties  ;  renew 
Fall  many  times  a  patient  purpose  oft 
Frustrate :  and  labor  to  tlie  light  aloft 
By  many  darkling,  many  derious  ways  ; 
And  breaiJie,  perohance   in  pain,  vext  hynrns  of 

praise 
Through  harshest  in  Btrnments.    Then,  therefore,  be 
Wherever  I  at  length  may  !ift  to  thee. 
In  some  jet  tinbom  lieing,  eye  or  ear 
Appe^ing  for  communion.     I  shall  hear 
Thy  voice,  and  see  the  beauty  of  thy  face. 
And  comfort  me.     Thereby  Bhall  some  new  Bace 
T^o  note  that  Heaven  is  glad  of  Earth's  endeavor; 
And  Spirit  doth  to  Spirit  answer  ever ! ' 


"And  Zafyr,  Borrowing  ;  '  Wheresoe'er  thou  art, 
Trust  me,  my  being  must  with  thine  take  part. 
Dear  Spirit,  with  thine  my  hope,  with  lliinemywsU! 
And  Zafyr  shall  to  Zefyr  answer  stiU, 
Prompt  as  of  old,  and  clear  as  chord  to  chord 
Of  Heaven's  inid-ransic,  if  new  forms  afford 
To  ancient  forces  then.'  femjliar  play 
Of  interchange.  Love's  mandate  lo  obey.' 


"  Then  Tour's  kiss  through  Zefyr's  being  SI 
Burningly.     And  behold  1   a  living  soul 
Id  Matter  "  .  .  .  . 
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(He  mi/s.) 

Soraclhing  from  the  text 
Which  to  recover  tha  vain  hope  hath  cost 
To  rae  much  labor,  long  research,  and  som 
Discomfiture ;  for  not  the  palindrome 
Nor  yet  the  comment,  after  or  before, 
Aids  mj  distressed  conjectnre  to  I'estore 
The  perisht  page  I  still  am  searching  for. 


.  .  .  .  "  Night  answered  to  her  augnst  viailov  ; 
'  Spirit,  my  conacioosneas  is  made  confused 
Uy  cross  experience,  and  a  sense,  nnused, 
Of  wants,  to  me  not  welcome.     This  I  know ; 
That  ail  tilings  serve  The  All  — I,  even  as  thou. 
'Spirit,  I  know  that  Matter  is  his  child. 
.Hut  Matter's  nurse  am  I.     For  thus  he  willed. 
And  me   the   infant  knows   anil   answers  •  .  .  . 


Not  knowing  yet  its  Father.     If  to  thee 
'T  will  answer,  —  try  I     I  know  not.     Yet  I  know 
Mfiny,  and  mighty  ones,  have  boon  ero  thou : 
Who  came  to  mock,  and  still  remwn  lo  mourn.' " 


'' '  After  that  time  the  Earth  waxed  populous 
"With  pageantries  of  prouder  life,  improved 
By  wider  play  of  worthier  power :  which  moved 
!ftlajeatic  in  tl>e  fi>rward  march  of  Fate, 
Through  statelier  periods  of  more  intrioale 
Contrivance,  with  superior  pomp.     Erect 
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Of  ataturo,  and  sereno  of  inteHcct, 
The  august  procession  to  a  glorious  goal 
Rose,  and  confroDting  Heaven  with  human  soul 
Matter,  self-con  acioua,  to  emerge  began 
Forth  from  thu  merely  mammal  into  Man. 


"  Thus,  at  the  last,  appeared  Hnraanitj. 
Whereto  was  ^von  the  hand  of  a  man,  [hereby 
To  imitate  the  thought  of  an  angel  \  tit 
And  supple  slave  o'  the  spirit  that  dotii  sit 
WitliiB  it,  ruling  it ;  made  lord  and  king 
Of  all  Earth's  tribes,  that  to  the  goTcrning 
Of  man  were  given  ;  since,  in  man's  nature,  tlioii 
Is  gathered  up,  and  given  forth. 


Of  vaiions  range,  ascending  to  some  shriue 
Wherein  a  God  is  worshipt,  so  combine 
With  the  whole  fabric's  purpose. 

i'rom  below. 
Who  sees,  up  their  thick-trodden  labyrinth,  go, 
Pnshing  or  posht,  the  multitudes  betwixt, 
The  statnes  and  the  symbols  each  side  fixt, 
Perceives  not  more  in  those  thronged  temple  slaii 
Than  that  eacli,  graced  with  its  own  scutptun 

In  its  own  beauty  its  own  import  plain. 
But  he  that,  monuting  up  them,  doth 'attain 
The  godlike  Image  on  the  glorious  height. 
Where  all  parts  of  the  Maker's  plan  unite 
Their  several  uses,  must  perceive  anon 
The  Temple  and  the  Temple-stairs  be  one." 
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Friends,  'tis  well  known  to  you,  what  from  oCold 
Our  Rabbins  belcl,  as  atJIl  onr  Kabbins  holiJ, 
That,  even  as  in  Nbe's  ark  combined 
Livei,  not  alone  the  whole  of  human  kind, 
Bnt  also  all  the  creatures  that  Giod  elioae 
For  patterns  and  progenitors  of  those 
Which  should  be  after,  when  he  loosed  the  flood  ; 
So  also  hved  in  Adam's  life  the  brood. 
Not  only  of  all  generations  Chen 
Yet  unborn,  and  all  families  of  men. 
Bat  also  all  the  lower  Utos  of  earth. 
All  creatures  whoso  ereadoii  by  man's  birth 
13  bound  togelJior,  and  in  contact  brought 
/ith  Spirit  by  the  motions  of  maa's  thought. 
.Siaco  man's  thouglit  lends  a  soul  to  evcrylhiag 
That  man's  thought  lives  in.     Therefore  is  ho  king 
Of  aU  the  cieatures. 

"?  readl.)  LV. 

"  Thua  man's  conscionsocsa 
3  troubled  by  the  sense  of  More  and  Less. 
,d,  even  ns  one  that  bears  a  dubious  name, 
jin  of  high  lineage,  yet  the  child  of  shamD, 
sprung  from  a  monarch's  loins,  albeit  the  fruit 
f  a  slaye's  womb ;  so,  kindred  to  tho  brute, 
et  conscious  of  an  angel  ancestry, 
(an  walked  his  vassal  world  with  restless  eyo, 
rfow  turned  impatient,  or  in  proud  self-scorn, 
On.  Iiis  low  native  dust,  now  raised  forlorn 
In  Text  desire  to  hie  high  native  skies. 


"  Noiv,  therefore,  Zefjr, , 
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Sought  his  kin  Seraph :  from  whose  bright  erabrac 
Whs  born  a  nobler  and  a  mightier  Bnce  — 
Mightier  than  man's,  which  man  himself  obeys  — 
Of  beings  for  whose  service  in  all  ways, 
And  sustenance,  nnan's  race  was  made. 


"SuK  (hcse 
Which  are  man's  lords,  Bsing  rnan's  life  to  please 
Their  purpose,  as  man  uses,  to  his  own, 
Earth's  lower  lives,  whereof  dominion 
To  him  in  turn  is  given,  are,  indeed. 
Scarce  bound  to  Matter  by  mei-e  bodily  need. 
As  man  is ;  but  have  power  upon  man's  mind 
To  make  it  ply  whatever  task  they  find 
Pit  for  their  purpose  i  masKviiig  Man,  as  he, 
iFor  their  Bakes,  masters  Maiter. 


The  world's  essential  EubBtances.    To  whom 
Man's  Ufe  is,  from  its  cradle  to  its  tomb, 
Subordinated;  unto  whom  man  gives 
The  best  part  of  his  lieing :  whom  he  lives 
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Ban  Shishak's  known  philosophy  in  this 
I  iijcognize,  and  know  the  gloss  for  his. 

(Reada.) 

"  Namely :  tbat  this  thrice-complicated  world. 

Whereof  man  atands  i'  the  centre,  holds  enfarled. 

And  Euperposed  as  't  were,  three  orbs  distinct 

Of  Life.     Each  dirorse,  though  together  liokt 

By  Life's  one  law  for  whatsoever  Uvea, 

Whereby  of  each  Eai'tli  gains,  to  each  Earth  gives. 

What  helps  in  turn,  the  End-all,  and  tlie  Be-all : 

One  Animal :  one  Human :  one  Ideal : 

Three  circles  of  one  sphere.     Of  tliese,  the  least 

.And  lowest,  is  the  kingdom  of  the  beast, 

Which  man  commands :  who  holds  the  middle  place 

Between  Earth's  lowest,  and  her  highest,  race. 

But  that  which  is  the  loftiest  of  the  Three, 

3ule  region  of  Ideas,  I  take  to  be : 

Which  man,  in  truth,  eubsorveth  and  obeyeth, 

Aa  him  the  brute  beneath  him.     Whoso  sajeth 

A  inan's  Idens  to  a  man  belong, 

Knoiveth  not  what  he  saith,  or  ai^neth  wreng. 

Par  rather,  I  imagine,  doth  the  Man 

JUelong  to  the  Idea.     For  neither  can 

The  Man  command  the  Idea,  nor  deny 

Kubmission  to  its  mandate.     Can  he  fiy 

Fi-om  its  pursuing  ?  or  its  path  dictate  1 

Or  summons,  or  dismiss,  or  bid  it  wait. 

Or  hasten,  —  here  advance,  and  there  stand  still,  — 

Now  acf ive  be,  now  passive  —  at  hia  wiU.  1 

And,  if  it  live  not  servile  to  his  whim, 

Say,  can  ho  slay  it?     Doth  it  not  slay  hhu, 

luBKOrahly,  witii  no  mercy  shown. 
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As  he  would  elay  n  benst  that  is  liia  own. 
If  his  dcalli,  rather  thsn  liis  life,  pi-omote 
Tiiat  end  whoreto  tlie  Idea  doth  devote 
The  Man  it  uses  t     All  ns  well  my  mule. 
Whose  footsteps  I  by  staff  and  bridle  rule. 
Might  think  he  rules  me,  —  goeth  by  the  road 
His  choice,  not  mine,  ssleeis,  nor  own  the  gond, 
As  that,  for  my  part,  I  should  boast  to  be 
Tlie  lord  of  that  ideal  lord  of  me 
Whose  force  I  follow,  and  whose  burden  bear. 
Not  ss  I  will,  but  as  I  must,  where'er 
He  goads  me.     And,  if  tliis  brute  mule  of  mine 
Sliould  lord  it  o'er  his  fellow  mules,  —  opine 
Himself  the  sago  wlioso  may  is  Wisdom's  track, 
Beeaase  he  bears  leij  wifidom  on  his  back. 
Were  not  his  folly  all  the  worsen     '  What  then,' 
One  Hsketh,  '  ai^nest  thou,  apart  from  men, 
Idoas  can  exist  ?  doth  not  man's  mind 
Create  the  Ideal  ? '     Nay,  friend,  for  I  find 
Idena  make  men,  not  meu  ideas.     They 
The  dwellers  of  Ihe  idea!  world,  I  say. 
Are  indepeadent  of  mankind  so  much 
As  man  is  of  the  brutes.    No  more.     For  snch 
As  is  mankind's  reqnivement  of  a  race 
Beneath  it,  born  to  serve  it,  —  in  like  case 

Is  man O,  not  by  any  means  the  lord. 

But  sturdy  servitor,  of  that  dim  horde 
Of  dwellers  on  Ms  bmin ;  which,  truly,  need 
And  freely  use,  —  to  bear  them,  or  to  feed,  — 
For  pasture,  or  for  burden,  as  may  be  — 
Man,  for  their  sates  ereated.     Nathlcss  he 
Both  commonly  consider  and  declare 
That  ho  is  Something  Great,  because  aware 
Of  Something  Great  within  him.     In  Uke  way 
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1  dreamed  the  disl  to  the  beam  did  say, 
'  Lo,  I  am  Time  I '     A  little  wind  waa  wakod, 
Aci'oss  the  sun  a  little  cloudlet  shaked. 
And  the  vain  inflex  of  the  heodloss  hoar 
Kelapsadto  nothingness.     In  many  a  flower 
The  moth  and  grub  their  dubious  ogglets  hide- 
Can  the  flower  choose,  or  doth  the  flower  deddo 
What  to  the  summons  of  tbe  sun  shall  rise 
Prom  her  chance  treasni'es  to  amaze  men's  oyea  t 
This  launches,  snpphrine-mantled,  mailed  with  gold. 
Some  warlike  wyvern  beautiful  and  bold. 
Pit  for  the  Persic  fay  that  rides  to  woo 
His  shy  qneen,  gayly,  in  her  globe  of  dew  r 
That  sends  forth,  barely  fit  to  browse  on  bni-a, 
A  monster  hateful  as  the  imp  that  spurs 
His  sooty  flanit,  and  hums  e.  hell-born  hymn, 
ifforth  venturing  darkly  when  the  air  is  dim, 
I  can  but  laugh,  not  seldom,  in  my  sleeve. 
When  I  look  round  the  world,  and  there  perceive 
■  How  men  have  builded  monumenta  of  brass 
To  others  on  whose  br^ns  the  whim  it  was 
'Of  some  Idea,  on  its  sighHoss  way 
About  the  world,  lo  settle,  smze,  and  prey. 
Wliy  should  the  beasts,  man  scorns,  not  also  raise. 
After  their  fiishion,  some  such  baaing  praise 
AboQt  tiie  sure-foot  horse  man  drives,  the  ox 
He  plonghs  with,  or  the  failings  of  the  flocks 
Man  kills  for  his  best  banquet  t     Now,  I  deem 
That  in  the  purpose  of  the  One  Supreme 
Man  is  not,  as  he  holds  himself  to  he. 
The  highest  necessity  on  Earth.     But  he. 
Bom  ibr  the  service  of  Ideas  alone. 
Is  foe' their  sake,  as  they  are  for  their  own. 
Notice,  whicl!  moat  concerns,  mo.st  occupies, 
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That  Providonce  whereby  man  lives  and  dies  ; 

Men  or  Ideas?     An  Idea  hath  need 

Of  growth,  — ful!  Bcopa  to  satisfy  its  greed 

Of  ppwer,  and  mnltiply,  and  prop^ate. 

To  meet  ivliicli,  man  is  ttiero  i'  the  mass.     Now 

Wliat  happens  t  mark  the  issno.   Men  mnst  perish 
Wholesale,  it  may  he,  or  piecemeal,  to  chensh, 
Enricli,  and  ratify  the  otherwise 
Starved  and  pent  life  this  one  Idea  tries 
To  nonriah  at  men's  cost;  itself  or  these 
Saccumbing.      Wliich   doth   the   World's   Euler 

To  rescue  or  confirm  "i     Why,  horde  on  horde 

Natnre,  to  servo  hor  snperDatural  loi-d. 

Of  lier  seiectest  human  children  givea 

Little  accounca  she  their  mei'e  deaths  or  lives  I 

'T  is  bnt  a  race  to  rav^e,  hut  a  realm 

To  wash  away  in  Wood,  expunge,  o'erwholm. 

Doth  Nature  shrink  from, — Providence  impeaeli, — 

The  sacrifice  required  1     Men's  bodies  bleacli 

On  hloody  battle-fields  nncouniecl.     Men 

Bom  (o  be  used  thus  ;  ended  there  and  then, 

Their  nee  being  over.    Dead  and  done  witli,  tliey  'f 

Yet  not  in  vain,  do  after-comera  say, 

Lived  tliey  or   died   iJioy,  since  their   lives  and 

deaths 
(Else  vainly  born  and  buried  in  vain  breaths) 
Have  aotved  to  manifest,  mate  eminent 
The  Idea  for  whioii  tliey  lived  and  died,  content. 
But  to  lliemselvcs,  wlio  donbls  tiiese  men's  lives 

seemed 
Of  all-surpassing  value?     Each  was  deemed 
By  tlic  dead  owner  of  it  something  worth 


lor.;:,.  Google 


TEE  SCROLL.  201 

Tho  special  eberisMng  of  Mother  Earth. 
And  if  to  save  and  foster  man's  life  wero 
Earth's,  or  Earth's  Aroh  Disposer's  chieffest  care 
We  must,  for  thoso  men's  sakes  (whose  life,  poacM 

forth 
Lilto  water,  seems  mere  waste  of  what  was  worth 
Such  frustrate  fovetlirifi,  care  30  balked  of  gain, 
111  the  fine  i^sliioniag  of  nervo  and  brain), 
jVttrihnte  failare  vast,  or  drear  neglect. 
To  Earth's  great  Jnsticer  and  Architect 
But  He  — that  wrecks  man'a  life  i'  the  sharp  or- 

Which  rescues  life's  pure  essence  from  tho  unreal. 
The  false,  the  fleeting  —  heeds  not  how  it  fare 
"With  the  more  Human,  born  for  death  :  whose 

Is  far  tho  Ideal  that  doth  never  die. 

Tlio  human  sivarm  swims,  in  its  season,  by: 

liacea  on  races  rise  and  roll  away  ; 

The  generations  flourish  and  decay. 

What  laughing  Pliaotom  leads,   and  mocks,  the 

dance 
Of  these  blind  mummers  through  the  Masque  of 

Chance  ? 
Xives  on  the  life  that  from  their  lips  it  drains, 
jifore  glorious  waxes  as  their  glory  wanes, 
?3righiens  its  deathless  eyes  in  that  fine  air 
Whose  ardent  essence  man's  prolonged  despair 
]^ceds  with  the  ttres  that  waste  it,  and  doth  dnell 
Ou  dead  men's  graves,  deathless,  impalpable. 
Made  of  immortal  element,  the  pure 
Resulfof  man,  — man's  lifb  that  doth  endure 
Above  the  dust  man  drops  in  ?     Wlmt  survives 
Save  this,  the  ceaseless  dying  of  men's  lives  ^ 
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Egypt  and  all  her  castes,  —  liold  Babylon, 

Beautifnl  Heilaa,  —  Bome's  Republic,  —  gone  1 

What  vests;  on  earth,  the  lone  result  of  these  J 

The  airy,  but  immutable,  images 

Of  theif  Ideals,  ia  the  life  tlmt  lies, 

To  liglit  our  own,  above  us.     Stai'rior  eyes 

Than  ours  are  on  us.   Egj'pt's  Thought,  the  Grace 

Of  Hellfls,  —  now  no  more  to  render  place 

To  Rome's  strong  Will,  —  tlie  stout  tomn-stealer. 

....  There 
Behold  man's  bright  pall-bearers,  —  they  that  bear 
On  their  calm  brows,  for  costliest  coronal. 
The  symbols  of  the  summcd-up  ages  all. 
Much  musing  on  these  things,  I  doubt  not,  thois, 
Ideas  are  of  more  account  than  Men 
In  that  grand  purpose  which  to  further  here 
Each  of  Earth's  tribes  was,  in  its  sevoi'al  sphere. 
Created." 

{.He  myi.) 

Hero  the  text,  whereto  I  turn 
Again,  grows  dubious,  ilai'k.     Let  him  discern, 
That  can,  its  mcaaiog  '■ 

(Reads.)  UX. 

"  Thus  Ideas  grew 
Witli  haman  growth.     Thus  heavenly  heralds  ble\iv 
The  trumpet  of  the  triumph  of  the  Earth, 
i'or  Fire,  at  first,  with  Matter  mixt,  gore  birth 
To  breathing  Life  in  boaateons  flesh  and  blood. 
Wherefrom  anon  (by  its  blind  hcaaty  wooed 
With  clay  to  keep  celestial  company) 
The  Angelie  Essence  wrought,  and  raised  on  high 
Man,  Earth's  immediate  monai*cb.  Thence,  thraugh 
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Soon  as  the  Earth-Spirit  to  commune  began 

With  his  unearthly  kindred  (lest  forlorn 

Of  Heavenly  love  should  ho  Earth's  life)  was  lioni 

TIjo  race  of  Eavth's  Ideal  deniaens, 

Monarchs  of  men,  whose  life  is  more  than  men's. 

Then,  Ittst  of  all,  throngh  those,  — as,  first  of  nil. 

Through  Man,  was  Matter  in  the  Animal 

Made  'ware  of  Spirit,  — did  man's  self-fthe  ahodo 

Of  Spirit)  was  in  the  Spirit  nwivre  of  God. 


"And  man,  scarce  started  on  his  glorious  race, 
Seemed  nigh  \a  touch  the  goal,  when  ....  What 

strange  face 
Of  deathful  beauty,  with  disastrous  eyes, — 
The  wanton  nurse  of  woful  destinies, 
Eose  on  the  road  before  him,  nuforetold. 
To  flatter  to  his  fail  Jiim  overbold 
la  passion,  —  him  by  fairest  form  beguiled 
I'o  foulest  worship  ?     What  portentous  child, 
I'rom  the  accurst  incongruous  union  bred, 
Of  what  Ideal  to  what  Bestial  wed, 
i\rrcst8  man's  course  yet^     For  behold  it  there 
"In  the  world's  midst,  nrison  at  nnaware. 
With  its  brute  body  and  its  brow  divine,  — 
.Man's  cuTBo,  —  the  Ever-fatal  Fomlnin© ! 
Tlie  beautiful  nbonuiiable  one. 
The  watcher  on  the  thresliold,  in  the  sun. 
The  lion-woman  with  the  'luring  eye. 
The  inhuman  riddle  of  humanity, 
The  weakness  that  is  more  than  strongtli,  the  beast 
That  hath  the  brows  of  Power,  and  the  breast 
Of  Baanty,  and  the  Iwdy  of  Diagi'ace, 
The  Eternal  Discord,  with  the  dubious  face! 
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"Not  causeless  came  the  CurEO  of  Sense.     For 

The  iiieal  world  was  felt  i'  the  world  of  men. 
From  its  strong  aefioii  this  rc-action  rose 
(As  Bret,  most  fruitful,  offspring  of  the  throes 
Of  Spirit  in  Matter  made  parturient). 
The  consdouaness  of  Beauty.     Di  eoEtent 
With  merely  being,  wan  aspired  to  mako 
Mcin's  being  beautiful;  and,  for  the  snko 
Of  beauty,  with  nnbeauteous  civeainstanca 
Contended.     But,  incompetent  to  aiSvance 
Except  by  sensuous  fuds,  lie  halted  there 
Where  Ma  five  guides,  the  Senses,  cried,  •  We  fare 
No  farther.'     There,  soon  satislied  to  rest 
With  these,  he  built  him  temples,  aUars  drest, 
And  statues  shaped,  and  incense   burned  .... 

Fram  out  the  incense  fumes,  with  eyes  agloiv 

To  calch  him,  rose  that  Curse !     Whereat " 


(He  says-'l  '^^"■ 

O  fvicnds. 
Suddenly,  sadly,  here  the  writing  ends.  — 
Or  rather,  not  the  writing,  m  first  writ 
By  him,  whoe'er  ho  was,  that  fashioned  it 
Of  old,  —  but  all,  alas  1  that  time  and  fate 
Have  spared  of  this  torn  scroll ;  at  what  End  date 
Thus  mudlated,  I  divine  not.     Long 
Halh  been  my  labor  to  repair  the  wrong 
By  some  rash  hand,  tome  unknown,  done  hciv;. 
And  all  in  vain  !  though  many  a  weary  ycnr 
My  wnndei'ing  senrch  haili  been  most  ililigcnt. 
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ByzaQtlam,  Athens,  Rome,  —  where'er  I  went,  — 

Thebes,  anii  the  ruined  cities  in  the  sand, 

And  wheresoe'er  report  fVoQi  land  to  land 

Denoted  any  learned  Greek  or  Jew, 

Studious  to  store  all  cramlis  of  knowledge,  who 

Might  haply  help  ma  .  .' .  .  noiviiere  have  I  fonnd 

The  missing  test.     So  that  on  broken  gronnd 

I  aeam  lo  stand,  as  one  that,  with  full  hoait' 

And  lightly  bounding  Bl«p,  evewliile  'gan  start 

Bold  on  his  joarnoy  to  some  far-flff  Spot 

Reached  only  by  uatroddan  ways,  —  some  grot 

Hewn  lligh  np  in  a  mountain  land,  —  the  occult 

Abode  of  that  rare  sage,  wbom  to  eonsult 

On  things  of  weight  the  man  sets  forth  in  scorn 

Of  peril  by  the  way ;  and  finds,  though  torn 

To  bleeding,  hand  and  foot,  by  atone  and  brier. 

The  secret  clow ;  and,  talcing  haart,  yet  higher 

And  higher,  clambers  on  'twixt  flint  and  stab. 

Escapes  the  wild  beast's  paw,  the  robber's  club, 

(For  bandit  hordes  infest  the  rocky  hsiglit, 

4nd  from  the  thickets  wild  beasts  roam  by  night,) 

3ut  night  and  day  be,  chanting  hymns,  fares  on, 

Surer  and  surer  of  the  road.     Anon, 

dome  dawn,  at  sunrise,  bath  he  reached  the  peak 

Where  dwelt  t)ie  sage  he  fiired  so  far  to  seek, 

And  lo  i  the  hermit  strangled  at  the  door 

3f  his  own  cave.     That  man  shall  nevermore 

Have  his  doubts  answered.     No  result  remains. 

But  pure  conjecture,  after  ail  my  pains. 

Much  hath  been  saved,  though  much  is  lost ;  and 

Even  than  enough  to  make  ma  much  deplore 
That  60  much  saved,  bscause  of  bo  much  lost, 
Siiould  leave  so  unrequited  care  that  cost 
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Such  time  and  toil  to  suve  it.     Question  vain  I 
Shall  ZofjT,  helped  of  Zafyr,  jet  regain 
His  native  element  original  'i 
How  shall  it  fare  with  man  1     What  end  of  all 
That  Spirit's  incamaaon  ?     Tell  me  yon. 
Whom  well  I  deem  this  dtj's  wisest  two. 
What  think  jou  is  the  import  of  the  words 
Where  my  conjecture  halts  ? 


Wiiat  's  saved  affo 
No  indication  of  what 's  lost.     Divine 
Who  may  what  moans  that  "  Fatal  Feminine," 
I  cannot.     And  methinks  no  sneli  strango  phra: 
Was  needed  to  imply,  what  none  gainsays, 
Tliat  woman,  ever  since  the  world  began. 
Hath  been  a  bcautraas  mischief  unto  man. 


One,  which  dotli,  indeed,  deject 
And  sorrow  me  most  eoroly.     For  I  see 
That  man,  being  twofold,  body  and  soul,  mnat  bo 
Against  himself  divided  evermore ; 
Never  at  unison  with  hfe ;  so  sore 
The  Etrifo  is  'twixt  iho  body  and  sonl.     In  just 
Ha  inncU  as,  diacontentetl  wltb  mere  tliist. 


lor.;:,.  Google 


TS£  SCROLL.  207 

Which  ia  its  native,. natural  element, 
Tlie  body,  prompted  by  the  spirit  pent 
WitMu  it  (which -ra  prisoner  —  dotU  conspire 
Against  ha  hapleaa  jailer),  tnay  desire 
To  pacify  the  querulous  spiril^  and  do 
Its  niandates,  mn  its  errands  to  and  fro. 
In  search  of  joys  not  fbr  the  body  metmt. 
The  Boon-tired  body's  certain  clisconKint 
Dismays. the  spirit.     And  man  f^ls  that  ivay. 
Whilst,  in  so  much  as,  willing  to  obey 
The  bidding  of  the  body,  heard  in  tnrn, 
And  hamor  thus  the  helpmate  it  would  spurn 
But  cannot,  the  compUant  spirit  spares. 
To  deck  the  burden  its  associate  beai-s, 
Some  casual  grace,  some  flying  flavor  lends 
To  spice  the  joys  whereon  the  body  spends 
Its  fleshly  appetite,  —  the  spirit's  soon 
Enkindled  scorn  of  its  own  wasted  boon, 
A  nd  prompt  di^nst  of  what  it  deigned  to  do, 
I>ismayB  tlie  body.     Man  ftuls  this  way,  too, 
Ell  t,  say  the  spirit  ti'iumphs.     And  what  then  1 
Death.     For  it  kills  the  body.     Or,  again, 
Sii.ppose  the  body  triumphs  %     Again,  death. 
It  kills  the  spirit.     Whilst,  with  hindered  breath, 
T'ho  two  conspire  each  other's  failure,  life 
Rridures,  indeed  :  but  how  endnros  ^     At  strife. 
Bp;t  in  this  serol!  a  hope,  methinks,  —  nay,  more, 
/.I  promise,  seemed  vouchsafed.     What  I  deplore 
'is  that,  enough  remaining  of  the  scroll 
To  testify  that,  could  we  read  the  whole, 
ITulfilmenc  of  tliat  promise  would  he  shown, 
The  missing  end,  which  cannot  now  he  known. 
Loaves,  by  extinguisht  founts,  desire  awaked 
To  fiercer  tliirat,  willi  all  that  thirst  unslaked. 
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So  bright  tho  opening  promise  !     Bat  just  here. 
Here  where  both  lext  and  comment  disappear 
In  a.  great  gap  of  doubt man's  prosperous 

march 
Seema   stopped    by   Sense,  jnst  where    through 

Time's  near  nrcli 
"East  gleams  the  Spirit's  glorious  goal.     As  when 
That  Carthaginian  host,  with  Eome  in  ken. 
At  Capna  caught,  forewent  the  loog-wisht  end 
Deserved  hj  toil  thus  far  endured,  to  spend 
On  pleasure  premature,  npoa  its  way, 
Foi'ces  first  armed  to  seize  a  nobler  prey. 
The  eonqnered,  thus,  the  conquerors  captive  take. 
Thus  would-be  Ccesars  turn,  with  worlds  at  stake, 
B;  captive  Cieopatras  captured  fast. 
Let  worlds  escape  them,  and  are  lost  at  lasC 
Thus,  the  Ideal  Beauty,  by  the  sense 
Itself  hath  kindled  into  vebemence 
O'ertaken,  is  in  sensnons  fetters  fastened  ; 
Thus  man's  defeat  his  first  success  hath  hastened ; 
Thus,  tho  old  question  vain  retni'ns  again ; 
Ami,  jost  where  all  seemed  gained,  all 's  lost  for  m  en. 
Which  things  perplex  me. 


Not  a  leaflet  stirred 
Among  the  myrtles  :  on  the  path  no  stone 
Ci'ied  out :  and  through  the  gates  not  any  one 
Can  passed  unchallenged.     How,  theuj  came 
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ill  '"''   J) 
Peace  be  unto  you   b  e  1  ren      Mach. 
I.  marvel,  0  Ben  Enoch,  that  on  such 
A  mind  as  thine,  inquisMye  of  all 
liight'a  rays,  snch  mei'e  interpos  t  on       all 
^Should  cast  Guch  ehadoiv      A  man  a  I   nj    no 

doubt, 
In  not  ED  small  but  what  it  i:an  shut  out 
G'od'a  sun,  if  only  through  a  single  hole 
The  sunlight  enters.     But  U>  thae  the  whole 
0'  the  world  is  opened.     Se«st  thou  not,  although 
Tb.e  conquered  do  the  conquerors  conquer,  slow 
Bjut  sure  from  out  snch  conquest  comes  a  new 
jA.nd  nobler  triumph  born  of  both  t     Thou,  Jew, 
Were  not  the  Eoman  master  (as  he  is) 
Oi'  all  thy  race,  how  should  thine  maetor  hia 
Fjy  knowledge,  veiled  from  Lars  and  Lueumon, 
"irot  viewed  by  Israel  ere  the  Roman  won 
A  rood  of  barren  earth  for  that  liret  plough 
Beneath  whose  yoke  the  world's  self  labors  now  f 
The  Ideal  thus,  though  by  the  Sensuous  held 
111  bondage  for  a  while,  doth  work  and  weid 
All  to  itself,  till  form  be  filled  with  soul. 
And,  if  iiidesd  the  story  of  thy  scroll 


lor.;:,.  Google 


2IO    CHRONICLES  AND    CHARACTERS. 

Holds  nndent  warrant,  ns  tlion  dost  believe, 
Deem'st  thou  the  toil  of  Matter  coutd  so  grieve 
A  Spirit's  nature  as  therefrom  to  get 
Most  pitiful  participation,  jet 
The  toil  of  Spirit  —  stronger  far  than  this. 
And  nobler  mnch — receive  of  Mm,  that  is 
Father  of  Spirits,  no  assistance  meet. 
Even  from  the  fiigitive  semblance  of  defeat 
Securing  future  triumph?  ....  triumph  missed 
By  man  in  Adam,  won  for  man  in  Christ  I 
Which,  though,  indeed,  for  all  achieved  by  one. 
Must  yet  again  by  each  be  made  his  own, 
111  his  own  fashion,  after  his  own  kind. 
Ere  all  possess  the  gain  of  each  combined. 
Meanwhile,  one  man's  litb  marks  where  life  may 

One  ripple  only  touching  on  the  bench. 

Thou  say'st,  "  The  whole  sea  spreads  thus  far/' 

But  one 
Of  the  chain's  many  links  holds  fast  the  stone 
The  mason's  engine  lifts  :  yet  say'st  thou  not, 
"  The  whole  chain's  motion  moves  the  stone  T " 


Thou  hast  much  to  learn,  Ben  li 

Inoch. 

{H<:p^>,:,. 

Incredibly  1  and  with  announcen 
More  than  the  sudden  shadow  oi 
Of  a  cloud  passing. 

pame). 

Come  and  gone) 
lent  none, 
.  the  glass 
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There  was  tfiat  upoD  my  n 
Whilst  yet  his  eye  was  on  me,  I  could  find 
No  aaswec  to  his  speech. 


Could  lie  speak 
Our  language,  Jaw ?     Por  this  man's  speech  n 


;s  inconceivable  .  . 


Sudi-like  rumor  BBith 
The  aaino  of  Heavenly  John,  whom  Christus  t 
How  Giod  to  hini  had  granted  to  bahold. 
Whilst  yet  on  Earth,  the  coming  of  ihe  Day 
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Of  Renovation.     "For  that  man,  some  saj. 
Is  yet  among  us  ;  and  at  sundry  times. 
Of  sundry  folk,  in  many  different  climee, 
Hath  certainly  been  seen.     And  whensoe'er 
Tlie  man  hath  shown  himself  at  nnaware. 
Great  things  have  happened.      Him  I  think  it  was 
That  hath  been  with  ns,  and  ia  gone.     Because 
Did  he  not  name  the  man,  or  god,  wliom  \ve 
From  some  of  the  new  Jaws  have  heard  to  bo 
The  founder  of  Iheir  sect,  —  bowing  his  head 
The  while  he  spake  1     Moi-eover  it  doth  spread. 
This  aeel,  already,  even  amongst  ourselves 
Who  walk  with  Plato  ;  even  on  mine  own  shelves 
I  keep  a  hook  —  "t  is  barbarous  Greek,  indeed  — 
About  that  self-same  Christna  and  his  creed, 
Ascribed  to  this  sainc  John 

Wo  'il  follow  hi,^. 
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Kai  to  pmama  ha  he  mftnpM  .... 

There  I 

Legoasia  Eltlte  .... 

Yonder !  wlerc  the  air 
!i&  dim  .... 


That  voice  again  I  in  tones,  as  though 
Tli-e  man's  hand  beckoned  while  his  mystic  hymn 
To  u9  he  chants. 


Siiidi  we  not  follow  h 
Moat  cerlainly. 


But  if  it  be,  indeed. 
Only  a  phantom  which  the  air  doth  breed 
Hot  seldom,  near  the  setting  of  the  sun. 
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Ont  of  the  womb  of  Ere,  —  an  eidolon 
That  hath  no  Bubstance  save  what  it  hath  power 
To  auck  from  mortal  sense  at  this  dim  honr 
Which  ushers  in  the  night,  ....  all  search  ven 


I  cannot.  Follow,  yon.  I  cannc 
Am  bidden  to  the  great  festivity 
Which  What's-his-came,  —the  ne' 


choice. 
This  vary  night 


'-mafle  Consuj'.'s 


By  Bacchns  I     I  too  must  awaj'.     To-night 
Myself  am  one  of  those  his  friends  invite 
To  hear  our  bran-new  poet,  Proteus,  read 
His  bran-new  Epic  .... 
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And  for  me,  indeed 
Philemon,  the  Librarian,  waits  by  this, 
To  overlook  tliaC  learned  work  of  his 
Which  crowns  the  labors  of  Ben  Shittag,  who 
Reformed  erawhilo  the  Kabale,  —  a  Jew 
Whom  the  Greek  justly  honors.     Yet  'tis  sad. 
I  would  have  followed. 


Farewell,  Euphorbos.     Farewell,  worthy  Jew. 

And,  gentle  friends,  a  like  farewell  to  you. 

[They  dispersi 
TIME  (passitt^  in  the  ai&ncf). 
Go,  fools  1     It  tasks  a  eentnry's  search  to  espy 
What  oft  a  moment  drops  Id  passing  by. 
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"  Ws  joomey  la  Use  path  ot  PurlFaha."  —  Sakoanlalt 
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MOHAMMED* 


qOHAMMED  THE   DIVINE, 


Hard  by  Moont  Hara,  long  alone  with  God. 

Bat  frum  the  solitude  hia  sod  swept  foi'th 

jlnd  viswBiithc  world,  —  eMt,  west,  and  south,  and 

Weakness  without,  «nd  wickedness  within : 
And  how  (he  people  murnmred,  as  in  Ztn, 
Tet  lacked  the  lieaTenly  food ;  bow,  oa  each  side, 
The  Boman,  and  the  Persian,  in  their  pride, 
Were  perishing  from  empire ;  how  the  Jew 
JJefamed  Jehovai ;  how  the  Christian  crew. 
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Wranglbg  around  a  desecrated  Christ, 
Blackened  the  Lighc  of  God  with  smofee  and  mist 
Of  Mot  incenae ;  how,  in  midst  of  this, 
Confusion  crumbling  down  to  the  abjss, 
A  void  was,  day  by  i!ay,  and  hour  by  hour, 
Forming  fit  verge  and  scope  for  some  new  Power. 

And  he  perceived  that  every  Power  is  good 
First,  —  since  it  cotnes  from  God,  be  it  nuderstood : 
But,  after  resting  many  years  on  earth. 
Power  dwindles  from  the  primal  strength  of  birth, 
Grows  weak,  then  gets  confused,  and,  lost,  goB3 

So  that  it  is  the  weakness  that  is  bad, 

And  not  the  potency,  of  creeds,  and  schools. 

And  kings,  and  whatsoever  reigns  or  rules. 

For,  bowaoe'er  the  ruler  wield  the  rod. 

His  right  to  rule  is  by  the  grace  of  God, 

Not  the  disgrace  of  man,  which  they  that  cause 

By  wrongful  rule,  are  rebels  to  God's  laws. 

And,  whilst  he  thought  on  this,  and  thought  besidt^ 
How  nothing  now  was  wanting  to  provide 
That  novel  Power  which  should  regenerate 
Mankind,  renew  belief,  and  re-create 
Creation,  but  one  bold  man's  active  will, 
Mohammed's  secret  thoughts  were  troubled,  till 

Then  Amru  timidly  raised  np  his  glance 
Upon  tbe  Prophet's  face.     Amru,  his  friend, 
Who,  through  IJiose  solitudes  lo  waMih  and  tend 
Upon  him,  stole  from  Mecca,  when  tbe  light 
Was  fading  out,  and,  footing  the  deep  night. 
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At  daybreak  found  hira  in  the  wildernega ; 
And,  all  day  long,  beneath  nn  intense  stress 
Of  silence,  breathing  low,  was  lain  to  lie. 
Just  tolerated  by  the  tinglj  eye 
Of  his  great  friend,  endeavoring  to  become 
Like  a  mere  piece  of  the  rock's  self,  —  so  dumb, 
And  gray,  and  motionlesis.     Atnru  at  last 
Looked  up ;  and  saw  Mohammed'a  ftco  o'ercaat, 
And  murmured, 

"  0  Mohammed,  art  then  aad  ^ " 

iB  tliough  lie  had 


Amru  then  arose, 
And  crept  a  little  nearer,  and  Eat  cloae 
Against  the  skirting  of  his  robe,  and  said, 
"  Jilohammed,  peace  he  with  thee  1 " 

Still,  bis  head 
Alohammed  liAed  not,  nor  answered  aught. 
Then  Amra  said  again, 

"What  is  thy  thought, 
Mohammed  ? " 

And  Mohammed  answered : 

"  I'riend, 
A  sad  thonght ;  ■which  I  think  you  will  not  mend. 
For,  first,  I  thonght  upon  the  mighty  world 
Which  lies  beyond  this  wilderness,  unfurled 
Like  a  great  chart,  to  road  in.     And  I  saw. 
How  in  all  places  the  old  poivcr  and  law 
Are  falling  off.     Again,  I  thought  upon 
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My  Arabs  in  the  e^es  coming  on ; 

The  weakness,  and  iiie  witliednesa,  of  all 

The  ancient  races ;  our  own  strength ;  God's  oallj 

And  all  we  might  be,  if  ws  heard  bnt  that. 

Bat  if,  I  thought,  I  tell  this  people  what 

God,  who  speaks  to  me  in  the  solitude, 

Hath  bid  me  tell  them,  the  loud  rabble  rude 

Will  mock  me,  crying,  '  Who  made  thee  to  ha 

A  teacher  of  ua  ? '     If  I  answer,  '  He 

Whose  name  is  Very  God,  and  God  Alone, 

He,  and  none  other,'  surely  they  will  atone 

Or  tear  me.     For  thoagh  I,  to  prove  tlie  Lord 

Hath  Bent  me  to  them,  should  proclaim  his  wor3. 

They  will  not  heed  it.     Men  were  never  wise 

(And  never  will  be  yet  I  )  to  recof.-nize 

God,  when  he  speaks  by  Law  and  Order :  since 

In  those  there  'a  nothing  startling  to  convince 

The  jaded  sense  of  those  that  day  by  day 

See  law  and  oi'der  working  every  way 

Around  them,  —  yet  in  vain !  And  still  God  speak* 

Only  by  law  and  order  ;  never  breaks 

The  old  law  even  to  fnlfll  the  new. 

But  men  are  ever  eager,  when  chey  view 

Some  seeming  strange  disorder,  to  exclaim, 

'  A  god !   a  god ! '     They  tliink  they  hear  God'LS 

In  thunder  and  in  earthquake,  but  are  deaf 
To  the  low  lispings  of  the  fallen  leaf, 
And  the  soft  hours.     Aa  though  itwcroGod'away 
To  make  man's  mere  bewilderment  obey 
Some  one  of  his  immutably  fixed  Uws 
By  breaking  of  another,  —  for  no  cause 
Better  than  set  agaping  apes  and  fools, — 
Ruling  his  world  by  riving  hia  own  rules  ! 
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A  worthy  way !     Sure  am  I,  if  anon 
Some  mighty-mouthed  prodigy,  —  yon  stone, 
Say,  —  dnmb  as  Piiaraoli  in  his  iiyramiii, 
Should  suddenly  find  tongue,  and,  spewing,  tnd 
The  hearers  worship  me,  —  or  where,  below 
There,  like  a  mangled  serpent  trailing  slotr. 
The  camel-path  twists  in  and  out  the  rocks. 
Yon  sandy  iiEBUre,  which  the  sly  bitch-fox 
Would  choose  well  for  her  yellow  nursery, 
Gave  forth  a  voice,  to  every  passer  by 
Proclaiming  me  the  Appointed  One,  ....  they  all 
Would  etraightway  grovel  at  my  feet,  and  call 
Heaven  to  attest  how  they  helievod,  —  each  thief 
And  liar  vigorous  in  his  vowed  belief  1 
-But 't  will  not  be." 

AiUr  a  tittle  pause, 
"  Why  not  ^  "  said  Amru. 

"  Why  not,  friend  ?     Because," 
Mbhammed  answered,  "  Allah  will  not  bring 
Hiis  heaven  and  earth  together,  just  to  wring 
C'Cedeuce  from  creatures  incapacious,  siight, 
^jid  void,  as  these.     Nor,  thoagh  his  own  hand 


B.ai 

'Commission.     Still  the  cautious  earth  and  skies 

Keep  close  the  secret.     Let  who  will  be  wise. 

God  shuts  me  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand ; 

Though  in  my  heart  I  hear  liis  stern  command, 

'  Go  tbrth,  and  preach.'  " 


lor.;:,.  Google 


3Z4.   CHRONICLES  AND   CEARACTSRS. 

Amru  turned 
His  forehead,  bright  with  sudden  bravoiy,  np  ; 
And  all  hia  face  flowed  over,  as  a  cup 
Wherein  wine  mantles,  with,  a  noble  thought. 

"  And  God  doth  well ! "  he  answered,  "  though  by 

naught. 
Mohammed,  prored  a  mightiw  miracle 
(And,  sore,  God's  gracions  giitl)  than  is  the  spell 
Thou  hast  to  sway  to  thine  my  inmost  heart. 
Do  I  undonblingly  believe  thou  art 
The  Man  Appointed,  —  yet,  indeed,  for  such 
As  these,  of  whom  than  speakest,  needing  much 
More  gross  and  vulgar  warrant  for  belief,  — 
Incompetent  to  see  in  thee  the  Cliief 
Of  Prophets,  by  the  dominant  pale  brow 
And  eyes  from  which  the  sworded  seraphs  bow 
Thdr  foreheads  abaaht,  —  0  wherefore  need  God 

A  miracle  more  mighty  than—  a  Friend, 


"  So  well  ? "  Mohammed  faltered. 

S^d  Amru,  drooping  taint  his  head,  as  though 
The  effort  to  uplift  that  heavy  weight 
Of  hia  devoted  passion  proved  too  groat. 
And  draped  him  down  to  earth. 
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Muhamnied  sitt 
Gasping  against  the  silence :  staring  at 
Tlie  man  before  Mm,  with  a  smouiil'ring  eye; 
Whilst  his  hand  shut  and  opened  silently, 
A9  though  Che   Fiend's   blaek   forelock,  slipping 

through 
His  feverish  clutch,  just  foiled  hiui :  and  the  hue 
Waned  Into  wlilteness  on  hia  swarthy  theek. 
Then  Aniru,  when  MohammeiJ  would  not  speak, 
Lifted  his  loolcs,  and  gazed,  as  though  in  doubt 
Of  what  strange  thing  the  silence  was  about. 
And  Amru  said ; 

"Mohammed,  let  thy  slave 
Find  favor  in  thy  sight  I  —  albeit,  I  have 
No  wit  in  counsel.     Get  thee  privily 
Ag^n  to  Mecca.     Leave  this  night  to  me. 
To-morrow,  stand  up  iu  the  market-place 
And  plead  against  the  people,  face  to  fiiee, 
^i.nd  call  them  hither  ;  prophesying  they 
B';v  sign  and  miracle  along  the  way 
Sliall  know  The  Man  Appointed.     I,  meanwhile. 
Will  creep  into  yon  crevice  ....  Hal  dost  smile, 
Jilohammed  ^    Dost  approve  the  thing  I  mean  ?  — 
IVill  creep  Into  yon  crevice,  and,  nnseen, 
/Xwait  the  mnltitudo,  —  which  must  coma  by, 
T  hou  guiding.     Unto  whom  a  voice  shall  cry, 
'  This  is  Mohatitmed  I  I,  the  Lord  o/Heaaea, 
Ma/ce  known  to  all  this  people,  I  liace  given 
To  him  to  preach  M>/  Law,  —  thai  he  iiiay  be 
Ml)  Propha  to  oil  natiana  wider  Me.'  — 
Smile  I    smile   again,   Mohammed  I  .  .  .  .  Only 

Less  terribly  upon  me  I  .  .  ,  .  Of  tlie  vile 
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t,  Awfal  One ! 

"  Then,  anon, 
When  all  the  place  is  silent,  —  the  crowd  far  — 
Far  ottt  of  sight  —  and  nothing  bqt  jon  star 
To  witness,  — I  will  steal  out  of  the  cave."  .... 

"Hah!"  .... 

"  O  Mohiimmed,  am  I  not  tlij  slave? 
Look  not  so  fiercely  on  me  !   .   .  .   .   And  far  off 
Follow  the  EiUy  people.     Who  will  scoff? 
Who  will  misdoubt  liiee  then  1  .  .  ,  ,  Moliainmcd, 

Mohammed  spake  not. 

All  the  Prophet's  cheek 
Was  wa.n  with  whirling  thoughls  tliat  o'er  it  cast 
Their  trouhled  shades,  and  left  it  calm  at  last, 
As  hattle-fields,  —  when  battle  have  been  won 
Or  lost,  and  dawn  breaks  slowly. 

As  thou  haet  spoken.     Thb  is  God's  command." 

He  wearily  sighed,  and  laid  a  heavy  hand 

On  Amru's  shoulder.     "  I  to  Mecca  go 

This  night.     At  dawn,  as  thou  host  stud,  so  do." 

And  all  night  long,  over  the  silent  sand, 
Under  the  silent  stars,  across  the  land 
MohamTned  fled :  as  though  he  heard  the  feet 
Of  Ibfis  following,  and  a  voice  repeat 
Close  at  his  ear,  monotonous  and  slow. 


lor.;:,.  Google 


MOHAMMED.  217 

"  r/iott  wotddst  haue  luid  ihis  imm  trust  Ihee,     Bat 

Mohammed,  ihoa  thyself  must  trust  to  him." 

And  the  voice  ceased  not;  nor  the  feet;  till,  dim 
At  first,  then  flaring  in  a.  stormy  sky, 
The  drear  dawn  lightened  o'er  him  angrily. 

That  day  he  stood  up  in  the  mavket-placa, 
And  pleaded  with  the  people  face  (0  face ; 
Ponring  from  nms  of  solitary  thought 
A  piercing  eloqaenee  upon  them,  hronghc, 
Word  after  word,  by  wondroos  Spirits  from  far, 
Shrill  with  the  mnaic  of  the  morning  star, 
Weighty  with  thnnder.     Some  averred  they  saw 
The  light  that  lighted  Moses,  when  the  Law 
On  SinM  from  God's  finger  he  received, 
Enhalo  all  his  brow.     The  noon  achieved 
The  aawn'e  desire.     They  followed  hitn  by  flocks 
Ifar  through  the  Descn  to  the  rifted  rocks. 
And,  ever  as  they  journeyed,  in  their  van 
A  thunder-clond,  that,  since  the  day  began. 
Had  labored  U>  demolish  half  the  sky, 
Travelled  Co  reach  Monnt  Hara,  and  there  die. 
And  still  the  people  followed ;  and,  beside 
The  mountain  halting,  heard  a  voice  which  cried 
{Out  of  a  rocky  fissure,  the  ground  story 
Of  some  wild  coney's  dismal  dormilovj)  ; 

"  Tliis  is  Mohammed!     I,  the  Lord  of  Seaaat, 
Proc/aim  to  aU  this  people,  I  hove  given 
To  hint  to  preach  Mi/  Lam,  thai  he  may  be 
Mjj  Pfophel,  to  idl  naiions  under  Ml." 
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Aai,  as  tiio  voica  ceased,  snildeoly  a  streak 
Of  forked  fire  flickered  from  a  riven  creek 
In  the  spent  clond,  wliieh,  eplittLng  overhead 
Bellowed. 

And  all  the  people  cried,  and  said 
"The  Voice  of  God!" 

And  then  did  each  man  fall 
riat  at  the  Prophet's  feet,  and,  grovelling,  call 
On  Heaven's  Appointed. 

"  Speak,  Mohammed !  speak  ! " 


All  the  Piophet's  cheek 
Was  white  with  pain,  as  waning  anfrels  passed 
Across  his  trampled  soul,  —  left  bnro  at  last 
As  battle-fields,  when  battles  have  been  woa, 
Or  lost,  and  dawn  brealis  alowly. 

Blocks  of  stone, 
Tumbled  by  ages  in  the  rifted  sand. 
Burned  white  about  the  lion-colored  land. 
And,  beaten  by  a  blinding  snnlight,  made 
Blots,  in  a  lerel  glare,  of  sprinkled  shade. 
Mohammed  stretched  his  hand.     Not  Moses'  rod 


"Ay!  the  Voice  of  God 
Hath  spoken,  not  to  be  misnnderstood, 
This  day  nnto  us.     Wherefore,  it  seems  good 
To  build,  0  friends,  an  altar  to  The  Lord 
Here  on  the  spot  from  whence  the  wondrous  Word 
HaiJi  issued.     And  see  I     Nature,  warned  before 
Of  this  forecast  event,  hath  fui'uishcd  store 
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Of  stone  to  bnild  with.     Never  from  this  day 

Be  it  averred  that  any  beaet  of  prey 

Or  reptile  base  hath  l>een  allowed  to  dH-ell 

Wliere  God  tirat  houaed  his  Holy  Oracle  I 

Cram  every  crevice  of  thia  monnt^n  flaw  : 

Leave  not  a  loophole  for  the  leopard's  paw, 

A  cranny  iJiat  a  raonse  might  wriggle  through  1 

If  anything  unclean  hath  crept  into 

This  Month  of  Earth  where  Heaven's  high  Voice 

abode 
Erewhile,  O  friends,  —  worm,  adder,  viper,  toad. 
There  let  it  perish  'neath  a  costlier  tomb 
Than  ever  reptile  owned  I     Seal  np  the  womb 
Of  this  dread  prodigy.     Hark  1  from  yon  cloud 
Above  U9,  Spirits  of  the  thunder,  bowed 
To  watch,  grow  wild,  impatient  to  he  gone. 
Begin   tJie   work.      Pile   strong   with   ponderous 

The  altar.      Bear  ye  each  his  harden  ....  Nay, 
None  but  myself  the  first  firm  stone  shall  lay 
Unto  this  sacred  fabric  I "  .  .  . 

Then  himself, 
Fiercely  dislodging  from  its  sandy  shelf 
A  mighty  mountain  fragment,  rolled,  with  might 
And  main,  the  rock-anrreodered  oifering  right 
Against  the  cave.     And  turned  himself  about 
And  hid  his  face.     In  prayer,  as  who  shall  doubts 

And,  when  the  people  heard  this,  they  were  glad 

Exceedingly :  not  only  to  have  had 

No  heavier  task  enjoined  them,  but  because 

If  any  man  profane  had  dareil  to  ]iaiiSB 

And  doubt  till  then,  he,  ccitiis,  h;id  no  choice 
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But  to  believe  henceforth.     For,  if  the  rioice 
TVeve  nothing  more  than  human,  the  conimmid 
Was  Bometliing  less.     Could  mere  Ambition  stand 
Thus  calmly  conteiuplaliog,  sinne  by  stone, 


And  EO  the;  heartened  to  the  work,  until 
The  rocky  altar  rose  against  the  hill ; 
And  then  Mohammed  blest  it. 

And  that  day, 
Upon  that  altar,  Providence,  they  say, 
Founded  a  new  Eeli^on.  Which,  thus  reared 
In  the  lone  Desert,  spread,  and  soon  ensphered 
The  qoadripartita  globe.  But,  from  that  day, 
Mohammed  went  no  laote  alone  to  pray 
On  Hara,  as  his  wont  bad  been  before. 

For  him,  the  sweet  of  solitude  was  o'er. 
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MOSES   AND   THE   DERVISH. 

u|i»|OD,  that  hea.ven'3  seven  climates  hath 
^mE  spread  forth, 

^2    To  evorj  croaturG,  evea  aa  is  the  worth, 
KSbI  The   lot  apportions,   and   the   use   of 


Moses  the  Prophet,  who  with  God  conferred. 
Beheld  a  Dervish,  that,  for  dire  distress 
And  lack  of  clothes  lo  hide  his  nnkedness. 
Buried  his  body  in  the  desert  sand. 
This  Dervish  cried : 

"  0  Moses,  whom  the  Hand 
Of  the  Most  High  God  fevors  !  make  thy  prayer 
That  he  may  gr-.int  me  food  and  clothes  to  wear 
Wlio  knows  the  misery  of  me,  and  the  need." 
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Having  behold  God's  face,  the  Prophet  met 
The  Dervish  in  the  hands  of  Justice,  set 
Between  two  ofBeera  ;  and,  all  about, 
The  rabble  followed  him  with  hoot,  and  shout. 
And  jeer. 

The  Prophet  asked  of  those  that  cried, 
"  What  hath  befallen  this  man  1  " 

And  thej  replied, 
"He  hath  drunk  wine,  and,  having  al^n  a  man. 
Is  going  to  the  death." 

Moses  began 
To  praise  the  Maker  of  the  Universe, 
Serang  that  his  prayer,  though  granted,  proved 

perverse. 
Since.  God  to  every  living  soul  sets  ibrth 
'  ■&  according  to  tlie  worth. 
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THE   BOY   AND   THE   RING. 

Fair  chance,  held  fast,  is  merit.     A  certain  king 

Of  Persia  had  a  jewel  in  a  ring. 

He  set  it  on  the  dome  of  Azud  high  ; 

And,  when  they  saw  it  flaahiog  in  tho  sky. 

Made  proclamation  to  his  royal  troop, 

That  whoso  sent  an  arrow  through  the  hoop 

That  held  the  gem,  should  have  tlie  ring  to  wear. 


Each  cook  his  aim,  and  shot,  and  missed  the  ring. 

A  boy,  at  play  npon  the  terraced  roof 

Of  a  near  building,  bent  his  how  aloof 

At  random,  and  behold  !  the  morning  breeze 

His  little  arrow  caught,  and  bore  with  ease 

Eight  through  the  circlet  of  the  gem.      The  king. 

Well  pleased,  unto  the  boy  assigned  the  ring. 

Then  the  boy  burnt  his  arrows  and  his  bow. 


He  anawored,  "  Lest  my  second  n: 
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THE   EYES    OF   MAHMXID. 

Sci.TAN  MAHMtrp,  son  of  Sabaklosin, 
Swept  with  his  sceptre  the  hot  sands  ofZin, 
Spread  forth  bia  maotlG  over  Palestine, 
And  made  the  carpet  of  his  glory  shine 
I^oin  Cufah  to  Cashmere;  and,  in  his  pride, 
Said,  "  All  these  lands  are  mine." 

At  last  he  died. 

Then  his  sons  laiil  him  with  exceeding  state 
In  a  deep  lomb.     Upon  the  granite  gate 
Outside  they  graved  in  gold  his  titles  all, 
And  all  the  names  of  kingdoms  in  his  thrall, 
And  all  his  giorj.     And  beside  his  head 
They  placed  a  hag  of  rice,  a  loaf  of  bread, 
And  water  in.  a  pitcher.     This  they  did 
In  order  that,  if  God  should  haply  bid 
His  servant  Death  to  let  this  sultan  go 
Because  of  his  gtirpassing  greatness,  so 
He  might  not  come  back  hangrj.     But  he  lay 
In  his  high  marble  coffin  night  and  day 
Motionless,  without  majesty  or  will. 

Darkness  sat  down  beside  him,  and  was  still. 

Afterwards,  when  a  hundred  years  had  rolled, 

A  certain  king,  desiring  to  behold 

This  lamous  sultan,  gave  command  to  unlock 


lor.;:,.  Google 


The  granita  gate  of  that  sepulchral  rock, 
And,  with  a  lamp,  went  down  into  tho  tomb. 
And  ail  his  coutL 

Out  of  the  nether  gloom 
There  rose  a  loathsome  stench  intolerable. 
Hard  by  the  marble  coffin,  on  a  sill 
Of  mildewed  Btone  the  earthen  pitcher  stood, 
Untonched,  iintastcd.     Bats,  a  ravenons  broad, 
Had  scattered  all  the  jico,  and  gnawed  the  bread. 
All  (hat  was  left  upon  his  marble  bed 
Of  the  great  Sultan  was  a  little  heap 
Of  yellow  bones,  and  a  dry  skull,  with  deep 
Eje-soci(ets.    But  in  those  eye-sockets,  lo  1 
'-Two  living  eyes  were  rolhng  to  and  fro, 
How  left,  now  right,  with  never  any  rest. 

Then  was  the  king  amazed,  and  smote  his  breast. 
And  called  on  Goil  for  grace.     But  not  tJie  less 
Those  dismal  eyes  with  dreadful  restlessness 
Continually  in  their  socket-holes 
Rolled  right  and  left,  like  pwiied  and  wicked  sonls. 
Then  said  the  king,  "  Call  here  an  Abid,  wise 
And  righleons,  to  rebnke  those  wicked  eyes 
That  will  not  rest." 

And  when  the  Abid  came 
The  king  said,  "  0  mine  Abid,  in  the  name 
Of  the  High  God  that  jndges  quick  and  dead. 
Speak  to  those  eyes." 

The  Abid,  trembUng,  said  ; 
"  Eyes  of  Mahmnd,  why  is  youi*  rest  denied 
In  death  ?     What  seek  ye  here  ? " 
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The  ejes  repliefl, 
Still  rolling  in.  thdr  withered  sockets  there : 
"God's   curse   upon  this   darltnessl     Whore,   0 

whore 
Be  mj  possesaiona?     For  with  fierce  endeavor 
Ever  we  seek  them,  but  catifiEd  them  never.  ^' 
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l^i^g^lROM  the  river  EuplirateE,  the  river  whose 
iM^^a^  As  red  Egypt, —  sole  lord  of  the  land 

Of  the  orient  desert's  lone  dawn,  and  the  porch  of 

the  chambers  of  rest 
.Where  the  great  sea  is  girded  with  Are,  and  Orion 

returns  in  Uie  West, 
A.nd  the  ships  come  and  go  in  grand  silence,  — 

King  Solomon  reigned.     And  behold. 
To  that  time  there  was  everywhere  silver  as  common 

as  stones  be,  and  gold 
That  foe  plenty  was  'counted  as  silver,  and  cedar 

aa  sycamore  trees 
ThaS-,  are  fonnd  in  the  vale,  for  abundance.     For 

God  to  the  King  gave  all  those, 
WirJi  glory  exceeding ;  moreover  all  kings  of  the 

earth  to  him  came, 

D  great 


And  for  all  this  the  King's  soul  was  sad.     And 
his  heart  said  within  him,  "Alas,' 
For  man  dies  I  if  his  glory  abideth,  himself  from 

his  glory  shall  pass. 
And  that  which  remaineth  behind  bim,  he  seeth  it 
anyiV 
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I  have  planted  me  gardens  and  vineyards,  and  got- 
ten me  silver  and  gold, 

And  my  hand  from  whatever  mj  heart  hath  desired 
I  did  not  vrithhold : 

And  what  profit  liave  I  in  the  worla  of  my  handa 
which  I  talie  not  away  ? 

I  have  Bearchdd  out  wisdom  and  knowledge:  and 
what  do  they  profit  me,  they  ? 

As  the  fool  dieth,  so  doth  the  wise.  What  is  gath- 
ered is  scattered  again. 

As  the  breath  of  the  beasts,  even  so  is  the  breath 
of  the  children  of  men  ; 

And  the  same  thing  befalleth  them  both.  And  noS 
any  man's  soul  is  his  own." 

This  he  thought,  as  he  sat  in  his  garden,  and 

wafchcd  the  great  sun  going  down 
In  the  glory  thereof ;  and  the  earth  and  the  sky,  in 

that  glory,  became 
Clothed  clear  with  the  gladness  of  color,  and  hatlied 

in  the  beauty  of  flame. 
And  "  Behold,"  said  the  King,  "  in  a  moment  the 

glory  shall  vanish  I  "     Even  then, 
While  he  spake,  he  was  'ware  of  a  man  drawing 

near  bim,  who  seemed  to  his  ken 
(By  the  hair  in  its  blackness  like  flax  that  is  burned 

in  the  hemp-dresser's  shed, 
And  the  brow's  smoky  hue,  and  the  smoulderfjig 

eyeball  more  livid  than  lead) 
As  the  sons  of  the  land  that  lies  under  the  eword 

of  the  Cherub  whose  wing 
Wraps  in  wrath  the  shut  gateways  of  Paradise. 

He,  being  come  to  the  King, 
Seven  times  made  obeisance  before  him.    To  whom, 

"  What  art  thon,"  the  King  cried. 
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"  That  thna  nnannounoed  to  King  Solomon  com- 

est  1 "     The  man,  sprending  wide 
The  palm  of  his  right  hand,  showed  in  it  an  apple 

yet  bright  from  the  TrOe 
In  whose  stem  springs  the  life  neyer-failing  whioh 

Sin  lost  to  Adam,  when  he, 
Tasting  knowledge  forbidden,  found  death  in  the 

fruit  of  it  ....  So  doth  the  Giver 
Evil  gifts  to  the  evil  apportion.      And  "  Hail  1  let 

tho  King  live  ibrever  I  " 
Bowing  down   at  the  feet  of  tlie  monarch,  and 

laughingly,  oven  as  one 
Whose  meaning,  in  joy  or  in  jest,  hovers  bid  'twixt 

the  word  and  the  tone. 
Said  the  slrangei-  (as  Kghtlj  the  apple  he  dropped 

in  the  hand  of  the  King), 
"  .'For  lo  ye  I  from  'twixt  the  fonr  rivers  of  Eden, 

God  gave  me  to  bring 
To  his  servant  King  Solomon,  even   to  inj  lord 

that  on  Israel's  throne 
He   hath  'atablisht,  this  finit   from   the   Tree  in 

whose  branch  Life  abidetb ;  for  none 
Shall  taste  dealli,  having  tasted  this  apple." 

And  therewith  he  vanished. 


In  the  hand  of  the  King  the  lite-apple  :  ambrosial 
of  breath,  golden-gr^ned, 
'   "  '  star  dipt  in  aunsot.     The  King 
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That  were  life  w  be  lived,  or  desired!  WoU  it 
were  if  a  man  conld  prolong 

The  rannhood  that  morea  in  t!ie  muscles,  the  rap- 
ture chat  mounts  in  the  brain 

When  lifeat  the  prime,  in  thepastiinoof  hying,  led 

Of  the  juhiUnt  Kenses,  exulting  goes  forth,  brave 

of  body  and  spirit, 
To  conqncr,  choose,  claim,  and  enjoy  what  'twas 

bom  to  achieve  or  inherit. 
The  dance,  and  ihe  festal  procession  I  the  pride  in 

the  st^«rliuous  phiy 
Of  the  sinews   that,  eager  for   Bervice,  the  will, 

though  it  wanton,  obeyl 
When  in  veins  lightly  flowing,  the  ferule  and  boun.^ 

tifiil  impulses  beat. 
When  the  dews  of  the  dawn  of  Desire  on  the  roses 

of  Beauty  are  sweet : 
And  the  eye  glows  with  glances  that  kindle,  the.  lip 

breathes  the  warmth  that  inspires. 
And  the  hand  hath   yet  vigor  to  seize  the  ^od 

thing  which  the  spirit  desires! 
O  well  for  the  foot  that  bounds  forward  1  and  e><er 

the  wind  it  awakes 
Lifts  no  lock  from  the  forehead  yet  white,  not  a 

leaf  that  is  withered  yet  shakes 
From  the  loose  flowei-s  wreathing  young  tresses  I 

and  over  the  earth  and  the  ^ies 
Abound  in  rich  acdors,  rejoicings,  and  raptures  of 

endless  surprise  \ 
Life  is  sweet  to  the  young  diat  yet  know  not  what 

life  is.     Bat  iile,  after  Yoiilh, 
The  gay  liar,  leaves  hold  of  the  bawblc,  and  Age, 

with  his  ttirrihle  truth. 
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Kcks  it  up,  and  perceives  it  is  broken,  and  knows 

it  unfit  to  engage 
The  care  it  yet  craves.  .  .  .  Life  eternal,  eteraallj 

wedded  io  Ago  I 
What  g!un  were  in  that?     Why  sboultl  any  man 

eeek  what  he  loathes  lo  prolong  ? 
The  twilight  that  darkens  the  ejoball :  the  dull  Gar 

that  'b  deaf  to  the  song, 
When  the  maidetis  rejoice,  and  the  bride  to  tlie 

bridegroom,  with  music,  is  led  : 
The  palsy  that  shakes  'neath  the  blossoms  that  fidl 

from  the  chill  bridal  bed. 
When  the  hand  saith,  ' I  dkl'  not  '  /  vrH  di>,'  the 

heart  saith  '  /(  was,'  not  •  'T  wM  be.' 
Too  late  in  man's  life  is  Forever,  —  too  late  comes 

tJiis  apple  to  me!  " 
Then  the   King  rose.     And  lo,  it  was   evening. 

And  leaning,  because  he  was  old. 
On  the  sceptre  that,  curiously  sculpturetl  in  ivory 

garnished  with  gold. 
To  others  a  rod  of  dominion,  to  him  was  a  staff  for 

support. 
Slow  paced  he  the  murmurous  pathways  where 

myrtles,  in  court  up  to  court, 
Mist  with  roses  in  garden  on  garden,  were  tanged 

around  fountains  that  fed 
VHth  cool  music  green  odorous  twilights  ;   and  so, 

nevOT  UflJng  his  head 
To  loofe  up  from  the  way  be  walked  wearily,  ho  to 

the  House  of  his  Pride 
lieascended,  and  entered. 

In  cluster,  high  lamps,  spices,  odors,  each 
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BoraiDg  inward  and  onward,  &om  cinnamon  ceil- 
ings, down  distances  vast 
Of  voluptuous  vistas,  illumined  deep  halls  through 


King  Solomon  sighing ;   where  columns  colossal 

stood,  gathered  in  groves 
As  the  trees  of  the  forest  in  Libanns,  —  there  where 

the  wind,  as  it  moves, 
Whispers, "  I,  too,  am  Solomon's  servant !  " — huge 

trunks  hid  in  garlands  of  gold. 
On  whose  tops  the  skilled  sculptors  of  Sidon  had 

granted  men's  gaze  to  behold 
How  the  phcenix  tbat  sits  on  the  cedar's  lone  sum- 
mit 'mid  fragranee  and  lire, 
Ever  djing  and  living,  hath  loaded  with  spleudore 

her  funeral  pjre ; 
How  the  stork  builds  her  nest  on  the  pine-lop;  -tha 

date  from  the  palm-branch  depends  ; 
And  the  shaft  of  the  blossoming  aloe  soars  crown' 

ing  the  life  which  it  ends. 
And  from  hail  on  to  hall,  in  the  doors,  mute,  mug- 

niiieent  slaves,  watchful-eyed. 
Bowed  to  earth  as  King  Solomon  passed  theifn. 

And,  passing,  King  Solomon  sighed. 
And,  from  hall  on  to  hall  pacing  feebly,  the  K^Iig 

mused  .  .  .  .  "  O  &ir  Shnlamile  1 
Thy  beauty  is  brighter  than  starlight  on  Hebiiin 

when  Hebron  is  bright. 
Thy  sweetness  is  sweeter  than  Camel,     The  King; 

rules  the  uatioos;  but  thou, 
Thou  rules!  the  King,  my  Beloved. " 

So  murmured  King  Solomon  low 
To  himself,  as  ho  passed  through  the  portal  of  por- 
phyry, that  dripped,  as  he  passed, 
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ri'om  the  myrrh-sprinkletl  wreaths  on  the  locks  and 

the  lintels;  and  entered  at  last, 
Still  sighing,  the  sweet  eediu'n  chamber,  contrived 

for  repose  and  delight. 
Wliare  the  beautiful  Shulamite  alnrabewd,     And 

strikightwiiy,  10  Mt,  and  to  light. 
Bowing  down  as  he  entered,  the  Spirits  in  bondage 

to  Solomon,  (here 
Keeping  watch  o'er  his  love,  sank  their  swords, 

spread  their  wings,  and  ovaniahod  in  air. 
The  King  with  a  kiss  woke  the   sleeper.     And, 

showing  the  flrnit  in  his  hand, 
"  Behold  1  this  was  brought  mo  crowhile  by  one 

coming,"  he  said,  "  from  the  kjid 
That  lies  under  the  sword  of  the  Chernfa.     'T  was 

plnekt  by  strange  hands  fk>m  the  Tree 
Of  whose  fruit  whoso  tasCeth  shall  die  not.     And 

therefore  I  bring  if  to  thee. 
My  beloved.     For  thou  of  the  daughters  of  women 

art  fairest.     And  lo, 
I,  the  King,  I  that  love  theu,  whom  men  of  man's 

sons  have  called  wisest,  I  know 
'JChat  in  knowledge  is  sorrow.     Much  thought  is 

mnch  cai-6-     In  the  beauty  of  jouth, 
Not  the  wisdom  of  age.  is  enjoyment.     Mor  spring, 

'Jhan  winter,  to  roses  once  withered.     The  gar- 
ment, though  broiderod  with  gold, 
Fades  apace  where  the  moth  frets  ti;e  fibres.     So  I, 

in  my  glory,  grow  old. 
And  this  life  maketh  mine  (save  the  bliss  of  sny 
Boul  in  the  beauty  of  thee) 

jreat  now  that  greatly  unsweet 
"c  to  lose  what  to  me 
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Life  prolonged,  at  its  utmost,  can  promise.     But 

tiiiae,  0  thou  spirit  of  bliss, 
Tiiineis  all  tliat  the  lividi;  desire,  ^youth,  beauty, 

love,  joy  id  all  this  ! 
And  0,  wei-B  it  not  well  for  the  praise  of  the  world 


This  mould  of  n  woman,  (Hod's  maeterwoclt,  made 

for  mankind  to  adore? 
Wheretbrekeep  thou  the  gift  Iresign.    Live  fbtever, 

I'ejoicing  in  life  t 
And  of  women  unborn  jet  the  fairest  shall  atill  be 

King  Solomon's  wife." 
So  he  said,  and  so  dropped  in  her  bosom  the  apple. 

But  when  he  was  gone, 
And  the  beautiful  Shulamite,  eying  the  gift  of  the 

King,  sat  alone 
With  tbe  thoughts  the  King's  words  had  awakened^ 

as  ever  she  turned  and  perused 
The  froit  that,  dllnring  her  lip,  in  her  hand  lay 

nntasted,  —  she  mused ; 
"  Life  is  good ;  but  not  life  in  itself.     So  is  yontfi, 

so  is  beauty.     Mere  stuff 
Areall  these ibr  Love's  usance.     To  live,  it  is  well ; 

Well,  loo,  10  be  fair,  to  i>e  young ;  but  what  good 

is  in  beauty  and  youth 
If  the  lovely  and  young  are  not  surer  than  they 

that  be  neither,  forsooth, 
Yonng  nor  lovely,  of  being  beloved  !     O  my  love, 

if  thou  lovest  not  me. 
Shall  I  love  my  own  life  ?     Am  I  fair,  if  not  fair, 

Azariah,  to  thee  !  " 
Then  she  hid  in  ber  bosom  the  apple.     And  rose. 
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And,  reversing  the  ring 
That,  inscribed  with  the  word  thai  wovks  wonders, 

and  signed  with  the  seal  of  the  King, 
Hath  o'er  spirits  and  demons  dominion  —  (for  she, 

for  a  plaything,  erewMle 
Prora  King  Solomon's  awfnl  forefinger,  had  won  it 

away  with  a  smile)  — 
The  beautiful  Shnlamite  folded  her  veil  o'er  her 

forehead  and  eyes, 
And,  with  footsteps  that  fleeted  as  silent  and  swift 

as  a  bird's  shadow  flies. 
Unseen  frum  the  palace,  she  passed,  and  passed 

down  to  the  city  unseen, 
Uoseen  passed  the  green  gai-don  wicket,  the  vine- 
yard, the  cypresses  green. 
And  stood  by  tho  doors  of  the  house  of  the  Pcinco 

Azariah.     And  cried. 
In  the  darlineES  she  cried,  —  "  Azariah,  awaken  1 

ope,  ope  ta  me  wide  ! 
Ope  the  door,  ope  the  lattice!     Arise!     Let  me 

in,  0  my  love!     It  is  I. 
Thee,  the  bride  of  King  Solomon,  loveth.     Love, 

tarry  not.     Love,  shall  I  die 
At  thy  doors  1     I  am  sick  of  desire.     Por  my  love 

is  more  comely  than  gold. 
More  precious  to  me  is  m.y  love  than  the  throne  of 

a  king  that  is  old. 
Behold,  I  have  passed  through  the  city,  unseen  of 

the  watchmsD.     I  stand 
By  the  doors  of  the  house  of  lay  love,  till  my  lore 

lead  me  in  by  the  hand." 
Aiariah  arose.     And  unbolted  the  door  to  the  fair 

Shulamite. 
"  0  my  queen,  what  dear  folly  is  this,  that  hath  led 

thee  alone,  and  by  night. 
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To  tho  house  of  King  Solomon's  servant  1     Por  lo 

you,  the  watchmen  awake. 
And  much  fot  mj  own,  0  ray  queen,  must  I  fear, 

and  much  more  for  thy  sake. 
Fot  at  that  which  is  done  in  the  chamber  the  leek 

on  the  housetop  shall  peep  : 
And  the  hand  of  a  king  it  U  heavy  ;   the  eyee  of  a 

king  never  sleep  : 
But  the  bird  of  the  air  bearetli  news  to  the  king, 

and  the  stars  of  the  sky 
Are  as  soldiers  by  night  on  the  turrets.     I  fear,  0 

my  queen,  leat  we  die." 
"  Fear  thou  not,  0  my  love  1     Aiariah,  fear  noth- 
ing.    For  lo,  what  I  bring  ! 
'Tis  the  fruit  of  the  Tree  that  in  Paradise  God  hid. 

eCh  nnder  the  wing   . 
Of  the  Cherob  that  chased  away  Adam,     And 

whoso  this  apple  doth  eat 
Shall  live  —  live  forever  I     And  since  anto  me  my 

Than  thy  love,  Aiariah,  (sweet  only  thy  love  mak- 

ethiife  unto  me!) 
Therefore  eat  I     Live,  and  love,  for  life's  sake,  still, 

the  love  that  sivea  life  nnto  thee!  " 
Then  she  held  to  liis  lips  the  life-apple,  and  kissed 


While  the  froit  in  his  hand  lay  nntasled.  "  Such 
visits,"  he  mused,  "  may  cost  dear. 

In  the  love  of  the  great  is  great  danger,  much 
trouble,  and  cure  more  than  cheer." 
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Than  he  laughed,  and  stretclied  forth  his  strong  arms. 

For  he  heard  from  the  streets  of  the  city 
The  song  of  the  women  that  siogia  the  doors  after 

iJark  their  love  ditty. 
And  the  diuk  of  the  wioe-cap,  the  voice  of  the 

wanton,  the  tripping  of  feet, 
And  the  laughter  of  yonths  running  afret,  allured 

him.     And  "  Ia/b,  it  is  sweet 
WhUe  it  lasts,"  sang  the  women,  "and  saierfw  ths 

good  Tidmite,  in  lltat  it  ijoes. 
For  who,  if  Ihe  rose  bloomed  /oreoer,  so  gready  mould 

Wher^re  hasle  !  j^tuek  the  lime  in  the  blossom,"   The 

prince  mused,  "  The  counsel  ia  well." 
And  the  frnit  to  his  lip9  he  uplifted  :  yet  paused. 

"  Who  is  he  that  can  loll 
What  his  days  shall  bring  forth  ?   Life  forever  .... 

But  what  sort  of  life?   Ah,  the  doubt  I" 
'(Teath  his  cloak  then  be  thrust  hack  the  apple. 

And  opened  the  door  and  passed  out 
To  the  house  of  the  harlot  Egyptian.     And  mnsed, 

as  he  went,  "  Lift  is  good  ; 
But  not  life  in  itsolf.     It  ia  well  while  the  wine- 
cup,  is  hot  in  the  blood, 
'^ud  a  maa  goeth  whither  he  lisleth,  and  doeth  the 

thing  that  he  will, 
.And  tiveth  his  life  as  lie  lusteth,  and  taketh  In  free- 

docq  his  fill 
Of  the  pleasure  that  pleaseth  his  humor,  and  feareth 

no  snare  by  the  way. 
Shall  I  care  to  be  loved  by  a  queen,  if  my  pride 

with  my  fi-cedom  I  pay  ? 
Better  far  is  a  handful  in  quiet  than  both  hands, 

though  mied  tu  overflow 
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Wilh  pride,  in  vexftlion  of  spirit.     And  swcetei-  tha 

roses  that  blow 
Fi'ora  the  wild  seeds  the  wind,  where  be  wanders, 
with  heedless  beneficence  flings, 

Than  tliose  that  are  guarded  by  dragons  to  bright- 
en the  gardens  of  kings. 

Let  a  man.  take  his  chance,  and  be  happy.     The 
hart,  though  havd  pressed  by  tha  hounds, 

When  the  horn  of  the  hunter  hath  scattered  the 
herd  from  Che  hilla  where  it  sounds, 

Is  inore  to  be  envied,  though  Death  with  Ms  dart 
follow  fast  to  destroy. 

Than  the  tame  beast  that,  pent  in  the  paddock, 
CasMs  neither  the  danger  nor  joy 

Of  tha  mountain,  and  ail  its  surprises.     The  maim 
thing  Is,  not  to  li-»e  (<mg. 

But  to  line.     Better  moments  of  rapture  soon  endu- 
ed than  ages  of  wrong. 

Life's  feast  is  best  spiced  by  the  flavor  of  death  itt 
it.     Just  tlie  one  chance 

To  lose  it  to-morrow  the  life  that  a  man  lives  tOc 
day  doth  enhance. 

Tha  may-be  for  me,  not  the  must-be  I     Best  flour^ 
ish  while  flourish  [lie  flowers. 

And  lall  ere  the  ftoat  falls.     The  dead,  do  ihey 
rest  or  arise  with  new  powers  ? 

Either  way,  well  for  them.     Mine,  meanwhile,  be* 
the  cup  of  life's  fulness  to-night. 

And  to-morrow  ..  ..  Well,  time  to' consider"  (he 
felt  at  the  fmitv^^    "  What  delight 

Of  his  birthright  had  Esau,  when  hui^ry?     To- 
day with  its  pottage  is  sweet. 

For  a  man  cannot  feeil  and  be  foil  on  the  faith  of 
to-moiTow's  baked  meat. 

Open  1  open,  my  dark-eyed  beguilcr  of  darkness  !  " 
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Up  rose  10  his  knock, 
Light  of  foot,  the  lascivious  Egypljan,  and  lifted 

the  latch  from  tho  look. 
And  opened.     And  led  in  the  prince  to  her  chani' 

bar,  and  shook  out  hec  hair. 
Dark,  hea,vy,  and  humid  with  odors ;  her  bosom 

beneath  it  laid  bare, 
And  eleek  sallow  shoulder;  and  sloped  back  her 

fece,  as,  when  fells  the  slaiit  South 
In.  wet  whispers  of  riun,  flowers  bend  back  to  catch 

it ;  so  she,  with  shut  mouth 
Half  unfolding  for  kisses ;  and  sank,  as  they  fell, 

'twist  his  knees,  with  a  laugh, 
On  the  floor,  in  a  flood  of  deep  hair  flung;  behind 

her  fiill  throat;  held  him  half 
Aloof  with  one  large  languid  arm,  while  the  other 

up-propped,  where  she  lay, 
L'Jmbs  flowing  in  fulness  and  tucid  in  surfece  as 

waters  at  play. 
Though  in  firmness  as  slippery  marble.     Auoii 

she  sprang  loose  from  his  clasp, 
Ajid  whirled  from  the  table  a  Sagon  of  silver  twined 

round  by  an  asp 
T/jat  glittered,  —  rough  gold  and  red  rubies  ;  and 

poured  him,  and  praised  him,  the  wine 
Wherewith  she  first  brightened  the  moist  lip  that 

murmured,  "  Ha,  fool  I  art  thou  mine  t 
I.  am  thine.    This  will  last  for  an  hour,"    Then, 

humming  strange  words  of  a  song. 
Sung  by  randans  in  Memphis  the  old,  when  they 

bore  the  Crowned  Image  along. 
Apples  yellow  and  red  from  a  basket  with  Tine- 
leaves  o'erlidd  she  'gan  take, 
And  played  with,  peeled,  tost  them,  and  caught 

them,  and  lut  them,  ibr  idleness'  sake ; 
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Bat  tlie  rinds  on  the  floor  she  Sang  from  her,  and 
laughed  et  the  tigures  they  made, 

As  her  foot  pusht  them  this  way  and  that  way  to- 
gether.    And,  "Look,  fool,"  she  said, 

"  It  is  all  sonr  fruit,  this  !  But  those  I  fling  from 
me  —  see  here  by  the  stain  !  — 

Shall  carry  the  mark  of  my  teeth  in  their  flesh. 
Could  they  feel  but  the  pain, 

O  my  soul,  how  these  l*cth  should  go  through  them  ! 
Fool,  fool,  what  good  gift  dost  thou  bring  \ 

For  thee  have  1  sweetened  with  tassia  my  cham- 
bers."    "  A  gift  lor  a  king," 

Azariah  laughed  loud  ;  and  tosc  to  lier  the  apple. 
"  This  comes  from  the  Tree 

Of  whose  fruit  whoso  tastes  lives  fbrever.  I  cave 
not.     I  give  it  to  thee. 

Nay,  witch  1  't  is  worth  more  than  the  shekels,  of 
gold  thou  hast  charmed  from  my  pnrae.! 

Take  it.  Eat.  T.ife  is  sweeter  than  knowlec^ : 
and  Eve,  thy  sly  mother,  fared  worse, , 

0  thou  wMte-toothe'd  taster  of  apples  1  "  "  Tifrou 
liest,  fool^  "     "  Taste,  then,  and  try. 

For  the  truth  of  the  fruit's  in  the  eating.  'Tis  thou 
art  the  serpent,  not  I." 

And  the  strong  man  laughed  loud  as  he  pushed  at 
her  lip  the  life-apple.     She  caught 

And  held  it  away  from  her,  musing ;  and  mut- 
tered .  ..."  Go  to  I     It  is  naught. 

Fool,  why  dost  thou  laugh  % "  And  he  answercii, 
"Because,  witeh,  it  tickles  my  brain 

Intensely  to  think  that  all  we,  that  be  Something- 
while  yet  we  remain. 

We,  the  princes  of  people  —  ay,  even  the  King's 
self  —  shall  die  in  our  day. 
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And  thon,  that  art  Kothing,  shall  sit  on  our  graves, 

with  our  gcandsouR,  and  play." 
So  he  said,  and  laughed  loader. 

But  when,  in  llie  gray  of  the  dawn,  he  was  gone, 
And  the  wan  light  waxed  large  in  the  window,  as 

she  on  her  bed  sat  alone. 
With  the  iruit  that,  allnriog  her  lip,  in  hor  hand 

laj  untested,  perusing, 
Pcrplext,  tho  gaj  gift  of  the  Prince,  the   dark 

woman  thereat  tell  a  jnOEiog, 
Attd  she   thought  ....  "What   is   Life   without 

Honor  ?     And  what  can  the  life  that  I  ]iv« 
Give  to  me,  I  sliall  care  to  continue,  not  caring 

for  aaght  it  can  give  f 
I,  despising  tho  fools  that  despise  me,  —  a  playtiiing 

not  pleasing  myself,  — 
Whose  life,  for  the  pelf  that  mainlatns  it,  must  acl! 

what  is  pud  not  hy  pelf  1 
I!'  ,  .  .  .  the  man  called  me  Nothing.    He  said  well. 

'  The  great  in  tlioir  glory  must  go.' 
And  why  should  I  linger,  whose  life  leadeth  no- 
where 1  —  a  life  which  I  know 
To  name  is  to  shame,  —  struck,  unsexed,  by  the 

world  from  its  list  of  the  lives 
Of  the  women  whose  womanhood,  saved,  gets  them 

leave  to  bo  mothers  and  wives. 
And  the  fancies  of  men  change.     And   bitterly 

bought  is  tho  bread  that  I  oat ; 
For,  though  purchased  with  body  and  spirit,  when 

purchased  't  is  yet  ail  unsiveet." 
Her  tears  fell :  they  fell  on  the  apple.     She  sighed 

....   "Sour  fruit,  like  tho  rest  I 
Ltt  it  go  with  the  salt  tears   upon  ji 

....  it  were  sweet  if  p( 
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In  the  power  thereof,  and  the  boiutj.     ■  A  ^ft  for 

a,  king '  .  .  .  .  did  lie  say  I 
Ay,  a  king's  life  ia  life  as  it  eliould  lie,  —  a  life  like 

tlie  light  of  the  day. 
Wherein  all  that  livech  rejoiceth.     For  is  not  the 

King  ae  the  snn 
Th^  shineth  in  hesven  and  eeemeth  both  heaven 

andiCeelf  allinonei 
Then  to  whom  niaj  this  fruit   the  life-giver,  bs 

worthily  given  '     Not  me 
Nor  the  fool  Azariah  that  sold  it  for  folly      The 

King !  only  he  — 
Only  he  hath  the  life  that  b  worth  hung  forever 

Whose  life,  not  alone 
Is  the  hfe  of  the  King  bnC  the  hfe  of  Che  manT 

made  mighty  in  one 
To  the  King  will  I  carry  this  apple     And  he  (fov 

the  hand  of  a  ling 
la  a  fount^n  of  hope)  in  hia  handmaid  shall  hoitior 

the  gift  that  I  bnng 
And  men  for  this  doe  I   shiU   eatecm  me    with 

Rahab  by  Israel  piaised 
As  first  among  those  who    though  lowlj    their 

shame  into  honor  haie  rii  ed 
Such  honor  as  hists  when  1  ft  goes  ajid   while  Iifij 

laats,  shall  lift  it  abo  e 

t  be 


So  she  roae,  and  went  forth  through  the  c  Ij. 
And  with  her  the  apple  she  I  ore 
In  her  bosom  :  and  btoo  1  mi  I  the  multitude  wait- 
ing therewith  in  tl  e  door 
Of  the  hall  where  tlie  King    lo  gi>p  judgmi-nt, 
'   '     t  morning  hic  throne 
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And  kneeling  there,  cried,  "  Let  the  King  live  for- 
ever I     Behoia,  I  am  one 
Wliom  tiie  vile  of  theinselves   count   tho   vilest. 

But  great  is  the  grace  of  my  lord. 
And  now  let,  my  lord  on  hia  handmaid  look  down, 

and  give  ear  to  her  word." 
Thereat,  in  the  witness  of  all,  she  drew  forth,  and 

(uplifting  hei'  head) 
Showed  the  Apple  of  Lift;,  which  who  tastea,  tastes 

not  death.     "  And  this  apple,"  siie  sdd, 
"Last  night  was  deliverail  to  mO,  that  thy  SBrvaot 

should  eat,  and  not  die. 
But  I  said  10  the  soul  of  thy  servant,  'Not  so. 

For  behold,  what  am  I' 
That  ths  King,  in  hia  glory  and  gladness,  should 

cease  from  the  light  of  the  aun, 
VHilles  I,  that  am  least  of  his  slaves,  in  my  shame 

andiabftsemeat  live  on.' 
For  not  sweefis  the  life  of  thy  serrant,  unleas  to 

thy  servant  my  lord 
Stretch  his  hand,  and  show  favor.     For  surely  the 

frowh  of  a  Idng  is  a  aword, 
But  the  smile  of  the  King  is  aa  honey  that  flows 

froral  the  clefts  of  the  rock, 
A  nd  hia  grace  is  as  dew  that  from  Horeb  descends 

on  the  heads  of  the  flock  : 
In   the  King  ia  the  hetrt  of  a  host :   the  King's 

strength  is  an  army  of  niea  ; 
.And  the  wtath  of  the  King  ia  a  lion  that  roareth 

by  night  from  his  den  : 
But  aa  grapes  from  the  vines  of  En-Gedi  are  Eivors 

that  fall  fiom  his  hands, 
And  as  towers  on  the  hill-tops  of  Shenir  the  throne 

of  Kjnf;  Solomon  stands. 
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And  for  this,  it  wore  well  that  forover  the  King, 

who  13  many  in  one, 
Rliould  sit,  to  ba  seen  through  all  time,  on  a  throne 

'twist  the  moon  and  the  aaa  \ 
Por  how  shall  one  lose  what  he  hath  not  7     Who 

hath,  let  him  keep  what  he  hath. 
Wherefore  I  to  the  King  give  this  apple." 

Then  great  was  King  Solomoo'a  wrath. 
And  he  rose,  rent  his  garment,  and  cried,  "  Wo- 
man, whence  came  this  apple  to  thee?  " 
But  when  he  waa  'ware  of  the  tniili,  then  his  heart 

was  awakened.     And  he 
Knew  at  once  that  the  man  who,  erewhile,  uq- 

awaree  coming  to  him,  had  brought 
That  Apple  of  Life  was,  indeed,  God's  good  AngeS 

of  Death.     And  he  thought, 
"In  rnercy,  I  donht  not,  when  man's  eyes  wer^ 

opened  and  made  to  seo  plain 
All  the  wrong  in  himself,  and  the  wretchednigss, 

God  sent  to  close  them  again 
For  man's  sake,  his  last  fiiond  upon  earth,  —  Death, 

the  servant  of  God,  who  is  just. 
Let  man's  spirit  to  Him  whence  it  cometh  return, 

and  his  dust  to  the  dust ! " 

Then  the  Apple  of  Life  did  King  Solomon  seal   in 

an  urn  that  was  signed 
With  the  seal  of  Oblivion:    and  summoned  the 

Spirits  that  walk  in  the  wind 
Unseen  on  the  summits  of  mountains,  whore  never 

the  eagle  yet  flew ; 
And  these  he  commanded  to  bear  far  away,  —  out 

of  reach,  out  of  view. 
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Out  of  hope,  out  of  memory,  —  higher  than  Ararat 

builjeth  his  tlirone. 
In  tho  Urn  of  Oblivion  the  Apple  of  Life. 

But  on  green  jasper-stona 
Did  the  King  ivrile  the  story  thereof  for  inatruotion. 

And  Enoch,  the  seer, 
Coming  ofterwaril,  searched  out  the  meaning.   And 

be  that  hath  ears,  let  him  hear. 
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THE 
SIEGE  OF   CONSTANTINOPLE. 

A  CHRONICLE    OP    TOE    FAliL    OP    THE    GEBEK 


PART  I. 

"Id  Tint  al  OomU,  ^  tDini 
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^(%^SN  goW  Byzantium,  girt  with  purple  seas, 
^^^^    I&aac  is  Emperor,  and  reigns  at  ease. 
^^^^    For,  if  he  smiles,  a  Bwarm  of  gilded 

Smiles  also,  gratefnl  for  the  grace  that  saves 
Their  fortunes  one  day  longer  :  if  he  frowns, 
Spears  sparkle  on  the  walls  of  frightened  towns. 
And  half  the  East  is  darkened  :  if  he  sleeps. 
The  son)  of  Music  o'er  his  slumber  keeps 
Melodious  vigil,  and,  down  lucid  floors 
Of  marble  chambers  vast,  at  sighing  doors 
Dusk  faces  watch,  while  long-haired  large-eyed  prts 
Crouch  at  his  pillow  fringed  with  dropping  pearls. 
Proad  to  Hp-prop  his  throne,  four  lions  —  four 
Ijarge  hulks  of  blading  gold  —  crook  evermore 
Their  wrinkled  backs.     For  him  the  marex  dies 
In  Tyrrhene  nets.     For  him,  'neath  golden  skiea. 
In  gorgeous  cluster,  all  those  glittering  isles 
That  circle  Delos,  where  the  sun  first  smiles, 
Broider  the  sea's  blue  breast  wilh  beanty  rare. 
For  him,  through  valleys  cooled  with  shadowy  air. 
The  Phrygian  shepherd  leads  his  numerous  flocks. 
His  ace  the  towers  on  Helesponline  rocks. 
And  his  the  hill-built  citadels  that  crown 
Mofeau  bays,  by  many  a  mountain  town. 
For  him,  from  antiq^ue  Theasaly's  wilch-laoile 
Sweet  sorceries  brsathe.    For  him,  the  hardy  bands 
Of  snowy  Thrace,  a  mnltitnde  of  spears, 
Maich  with  the  Macedonian  moantaineers. 
From  strong  DuraKzo'a  battle  men  ted  steep 
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To  sulU'y  Tarsus,  and  Malmistrn,  sweep 

His  glowing  roalniB ;  and  to  his  Eway  respond 

All  Anatolia's  tribes,  from  Ttebezond 

JFar  as  tlie  Syrian  Gates.     His  standards  float 

And  flash  atbwart  PampkyliaiU  slioreu  remote. 

Throng  aU  Meander's  many-winding  stream, 

And  in  bine  Asian  weather  blaae  supreme 

From  aneieot  cides,  proud  and  populous, 

O'ertoppiog  temples  white  in  Ephesus, 

Bardes,  and  Smyrna,  and  among  Iho  groves 

The  swarthy-faced  Laodiceaa  loves, 

"Or  where,  in  Philadelphia's  teeming  sqoares, 

The  turbajed  trader  spreads  his  silken  wares. 

The  glories  of  old  Rome,  by  all  the  line 

OC  Latin  Caesars  left  to  Constondae, 

Blajie  in  his  eyes,  to  make  hiui  glad  and  great. 

Red  Asia  doth  green  Europe?  emulate 

Whieh  with  most  lavish  hand  shall  treasures  heap 

Within  his  palace  gates.     All  sails,  that  sweep 

The  -waters  of  the  world  and  every  shore, 

Meet  in  his  harbors.      Princely  Pages  pour 

Fof  him  the  Chian  and  the  Lesbian  wine 

In  tr^ate  cups  and  vases  crystalline. 

Wrought  first  in  Rome,  when  through  the  Triumph 

Gate 
Poropeius  came  from  conquering  MIthridate. 
For  tim,  on  gems  and  jasper  stones  is  writ 
Thfj  Arab  wisdom  and  the  Persic  vrit. 
Bo  r  him,  Greek  Monks,  in  Thracian  convents  cold. 
Guard  Homer's  songs  on  parchments  graved  with 

.     gold. 
T.'o  nourish  this  one  man  a  million  starve : 
.iVnd  on  his  tables  kingborn  butiers  carve 
ICbe  quadripartiw  globe  :  earth,  sea,  and  air 
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Are  aevastaied  for  his  daily  fere. 
To  serve  him.  twice  ten  thousand  eunuchs  stand. 
Who  start  if  lio  but  nod  or  wave  his  hand. 
Daily,  his  Prophet,  whom  for  smiling  views 
He  pays  irith  Falriarchal  revenues, 

And  length  of  days,  glory,  and  great  success 
And  realms  extended  from  Euphrates  far 
Ab  where  the  Lebanonian  oedars  are. 
The  grandeur  of  the  East  and  of  the  West 
Glows  in  his  gallericB.     He  is  potent,  blest. 
Supreme.     He  hath  two  bioodhonnda  in  a.  leash. 
Terror  and  Force ;  two  slaves  that  serve  Mb  wish 
Pleasure  and  Pomp. 


Yet,  in  despite  of  allt 
The  Emperor  Isaac  sits  in  his  vast  hall 
An  nndelighted  man.     To  him  all  meat 
Is  tasteless,  and  all  Ewectnessos  nnsweet  : 
To  him  all  beauty  is  nnbeautiful. 
All  pleasures  without  pleasantness,  and  dull 
Each  daif's  delights.     His  women  and  his  witn^ 
Nauseate  the  sense  they  sate  not.     His  lamps  s  hine 
In  cedam  chambers,  ceiled  with  gold,  as  gleam 
Corpse  -  lights   in    charnela.      Music's   strenncus 

Of  pining  sounds  makes  paasionatest  pain 
About  his  joyless  heart  and  jaded  brtun. 
So  harsh  an  echo  in  the  hollowness 
Within  bim  dwells,  that  echo  to  suppress 
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Ha,  if  ha  could,  would  mate  tha  whole  world  mute. 
Ha  eurses  both  the  fluK-player  and  the  flate : 
He  strikes  both  lyre  and  Lyrist  to  tha  groand : 
The  eilanea  is  less  tolerable  than  sound. 
.Tor  men's  praise  nndaaervad,  tha  pain  assigned 
To  this  praised  man  is  scorn  of  all  mankind. 
To  please  him,  Age  its  reverend  form  foregoes, 
^nd  wrinkled  pandora  for  his  public  shows 
Invent  new  vices.     At  his  least  of  looks 
Manhood  forsakes  its  manliness,  and  crooks 
Beneath  a  truculent  foot  a  slavish  neck. 
White-fronted  Womanhood,  if  he  but  beek, 
Wallows  in  shame,  unshamad ;   while   Youlh,  to 

chann 
His  fancy  all  the  Virtues  doth  disarm, 
Disgi'acing  all  the  Graces.     And,  for  this, 
Ite  hales  Man,  Woman,  Youth,  and  Age.    No  bliss 
In  youthfulness,  no  dignity  in  years, 
M«n  to  this  man,  by  men  adored,  endears : 
Because  his  greatness,  b^ng  of  a  kind 
Th  at  grows  IVom  all  men's  littlenees  combined, 
D'tvella  self-condemned  among  the  multitude 
Of  voices  lifted  to  proclaim  it  good, 
A  nd  tongues  that  lick  the  dust,  and  knees  that  fall, 
A  nd  backs  that  cringe  before  its  pedestal. 
H:im  all  these  immense  means  to  make  him  glad, 
Mi^jused  iramenBely,  mate  immensely  sad. 
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And  soul-distempered  both  :  —  the  first,  with  what 

He  hiith ;  the  seconfl,  that  he  hath  it  not. 

So,  turning  t«  Alexins,  with  dull  ejes 

By  dull  eyes  met,  Isaoc  tbe  Emperor  sighs  : 

"How  things  desired,  and  had,  desire  destroy! 

How  hard  it  is,  eiyoyment  to  enjoy ! 

Adrise  us,  Brother,  how  may  Pleasure  borrow 

Some  Dew  di^nise  to  fool  the  querulons  Morrow 

From  his  foreseen  reprova!  of  To-day  ?  " 

Wiieroto  Alexins : 


That  more  wild  bi 


"  The  chase!"  the  Emporor  erica, — "ihe  chase  ^ 
A  happy  thought  t     Such  sleep  as  nightly  flies 
The  silken  couch  where  Ease,  uneasy,  lies. 
Perchance  kind  Nature  charitably  drops 
On  wearied  limbs  from  perilous  mountain-tops. 
And  ancient  poets  say  that  pure  Content 
Was  never  yet  in  crowded  city  pent. 
She,  with  jonng  Health,  hec  hardy  child,  they  saiy 
After  the  shadows  of  the  clouds  doth  stray. 
Or  near  the  nibbling  flocks  by  grassy  dells. 
And,  hee-like,  feeds  at  eve  in  myrtle-hells 
On  little  drops  of  dew,  delicionsly 
As  the  fair  Queen  of  Fays.     I  know  not,  I, 
If  that  he  tnio :  bat  this  I  know  full  well. 
That  not  in  any  palace  where  I  dwell,  — 
Neither  beneath  Blachernie'a  sculptured  rooft. 
Nor  in  Boucoleon,  where  my  horses'  hoofs. 
Shod  with  red  gold,  strike  echoes  musical 
From  porphyry  pavements  in  a  silver  stall,  — 
This  Phantom  liath  her  haunt.      We'll  try  the 
woods, 
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Wild-watered,  glena,  and  savage  solitudes ; 
Aud,  if  she  hide  with  Echo  in  her  cave, 
We  'II  ronse  her ;  if  with  Naiaiis  in  the  wave, 
We  '11  plunge  to  find  her ;  thougli  black  Death 

should  leap 
From  out  the  lair  whence  she  may  chance  to  peep. 


The  morrow  mom 
At  ennrise,  to  the  sound  of  fife  and  horn, 
ByKanliuni's  epadous  marble  wharves,  ftom  stair 
To  stair,  with  broidered  cloths,  and  carpets  rate 
Of  crimson  seamed  and  rivelled  rough  with  gold, 
J.\.  train  of  swarttij  servants  spread  and  feld, 
JTor  the  proud  treading  of  Imperial  feet, 
Down  to  the  granite  pedestals ;  where  meet 
Thick  mj-rtlo  boughs,  and  oleanders  flush 
The  green-lit  lyrnph.     There,  little  gallejs  push 
Their  golden  prows  heneatii  the  glossy  dark 
Of  laurel  leaves  ;  and  many  a  pleasure-bark 
IjoUs  in  the  sun,  with  streaming  bandrol  bright, 
/ind  gorgeous  canopies,  that  shut  soft  light 
Under  soft  shadow.      Suddenly,  shrill  sounds 
The  brazen  music,  and  the  baying  hounds 
Drag  sideways  at  the  hunter's  hand.     The  drums 
Tiirob  to  the  screaming  trumpet. 

And  forth  comes 
The  Emperor. 

Then  his  courtiers  ;  then  his  slaves. 
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At  snnset,  to  tlie  wilds  beyond  the  waves 

Thej  came  ;   Ught  revellerB  armed  with  how  and 

Cinct  for  the  diase,  and  gay  with  hnnling-gear. 
With  Bilk  pavilions  g)eam  ihe  lonely  glens, 
Gkd  of  their  unaccustomed  denizeae 
That  Bhout  across  dark  tracts  of  starry  weather. 
To  grasBy  tufts  yonng  grooms,  light-langhing,  tether 
Sleek-coated    steeds.      And,   where    the   bubbled 

brooks 
Leap  under  rushy  brinks,  white-turbaned  cooks 
In  silver  vessels  plunge  the  purple  wine. 
Within  tlie  tents,  the  lucid  tables  shine 
(Under  soft  lamps  from  burning  odors  lit) 
With  sumptuous  viands  ;  and  young  waasailors  sit, 
With  heated  faces  femininely  fair. 
And  holiday  arms  thick-sheathed  with  jewels  rare, 
Babbling  of  battles,     Bonnd  the  mountain  lawn    ' 
The  sponivo  court  leans,  propped  on  skins  of  &wn. 
And  quilts  thiok-velveted  of  foreign  fm'. 
Marten,  and  zibeline,  and  miniver. 
Brought  by  the  barbarous  fair-haired  folk  that  come 
Blithe  from  the  north  star,  where  they  have  theii; 

home 
Among  the  basalt  roclis,  and  starry  eaves 
Stalactical,  and  walk  upon  the  waves 
Sandalled  witb  steel.     Low-sonnding  angelols 
Sprinkle  light  music  in  among  the  knots 
Of  laughing  boys  that  tinkle  cups  of  goW 
Bound  heaps  of  grapes,  and  rough^lobed  melons 

cobi. 
And  purple  figs.      There,  down  the  glimmering 

green 
Half-naked  dance,  with  tossing  tambourine. 
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Greek  girls,  whose  flnsht  and  panting  limbs  flash 

Across  the  purple  glooms. 

At  dawn,  they  dare 
The  distant  crags,  and  storm  the  savage  wooiis. 
Then,  all  day  long,  thxongh  slumbrous  solitudes 
Flit  the  swBBt  ghosts  of  glad  and  healthful  sounds 
Scattered  (mm  fairy  boms,  and  flying  hounds: 
And,  in  and  out,  among  the  thickets  lone 
The  daazling  tumult  darts ;  as,  one  by  one, 
Through  bosk  and  brake,  gay-gilded  dragon-flies 
Flash,   and.  are   gone.      When  mellow   daylight 

■Weil-pleaBeil,  they  bear  thwr  shaggy  harden  back 
-To  the  silken  camp,  adown  the  mouutain  track, 
JAnd  roast  the  bristly  boar  ]  and  qaaEF  and  laugh, 
And  sing,  and  ring  the  goblets  gay ;  till,  half 
JDrowsed,  and  half  roused  again  by  rosy  wine, 
^hey  drink,  and  wink,  and  sink  at  last  supine 
,On  the  fresh  herbage  by  their  walehfires  red ; 
While  the  wind  wakes  the  gloomy  woods  o'erhead, 
'Unnotaced,  and  nonoticed,  now  and  then, 
Sound  distant  roarings  from  the  reeky  glen. 
So  pass  the  days,  the  nighla ;  so  pass  the  weeks. 
The  months. 


lor.;:,.  Google 


s6B    CBROmCLES  AND   CHARACTERS, 

Town  life  lie  deems  once  more  to  be  desired. 

Aje,  from  illusion  to  illusion  tost, 

Mon   seek   new  things,  to   prize  thit^  old   the 

Life  wastes  itself  by  wishing  to  be  more, 
And  turns  to  troth  and  scum  whilst  bubbhng-  o'er. 
Thus,  having  all  things,  save  the  joy  they  give. 
The  Imperial  pauper  a^Il  is  fidn  lo  live 
For  means  of  life  (which  nothing  known  supplies) 
Dependent  on  the  cliaritj  of  surprise. 
Sick  as  he  went,  he  to  Byzance  returns. 
There,  fram  the  warders  on  the  walla  he  Icams 
That  his  bold  brother,  whom  (while  he  the  chase 
Fnrsued)  himself  had  charged  to  bold  his  place 
Is  pleased  to  keep  it;  which  the  Boldiery,  bought. 
Are  pleased  to  sanction ;  and  the  people,  taught 
That  Power  in  Place  is  Power  where  it  should  be, 
Pleased,  or  displeased,  obedient  bow  the  knee. 
'Tis  idle  knocking  at  your  own  house-door 
When  your  own  house-dog  knows  joiu'  voice  no 

Fly,  or  be  bitten  ! 

Mying  all  aloae 
(Friendless,  being  powerless),  into  Macedon,  — 
A  fugitive  from  his  own  guards,  the  scorn 
Of  his  lame  creatures,  turned  on,  huuted,  torn 
By  bis  own  bandogs,  Isaac,  —  yesterday 
Lord  paramonut  of  half  a  world,  great,  ijaj . 
Glorious,  and  strong,  —  to^y,  a  some  tiling  less 
Thau  nil  earth's  sarnmon  kinds  ofwretohodiiess, — 
Fled  from  the  refuse  of  himself;  but,  canght. 
And  back  a  prisoner  lo  ByKantium  brouglit. 
They  dropped  him  down  a  donjeon. 
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Pour  wet  walls; 
Round  which  the  newt,  his  sickJj  housemate,  crawls 
To  criticise,  and,  being  abhorred,  abhor 
What  men  had  crowned,  and  Burnamed  Bmparor, 
And  tremblingly  admired.     A  mouldy  cruat. 
Some  muddy  water,  once  a  day  down  throat 
Into  this  putrid  pit,  stJU  keep  aware 
The  nameless  human  thing  forgotten  there 
That  it  is  wretched,  and  alive  in  Bpil« 
Of  wretchedness.     In  nothingness  and  night 
This  nothing  lives :  cast  out  of  Life,  flung  back 
By  Death,  nnpitied.     And,  to  make  more  black 
Tlie  blackness  that  is  there  to  blot  it  oat, 
'The  new-made  Emperor  beckoned  from  the  rout 
Of  smiling  and  of  crawliDg  creatures,  —  things 
That  do  ill-ibake,  and  are  ill'made  by,  liinga, 
S'eeders  of  infamy,  and  fed  by  it,  — 
One  that  most  smiled,  and  lowest  crawled,  to  fit 
His  master's'  humor  :  unb)  whom  he  said  : 
' '  Our  Brother  hath  two  eyes  yet  in  his  head. 
Worth  nothing  now  to  him,  worth  much  to  me 
Get  them  a«^ay  from  him,  and  thou  ahalt  be 
'The  gainer  by  his  loss." 

This  deed  was  done. 
They  left  him  in  the  dark. 
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And  both  men  name  Alexius,     And  the  one 
Is  Emperor  now,  and  reigcs,  where  he  once  reigned. 
In  bright  Byzance ;  and  drains,  as  he  once  drained, 
In  agate  cups,  from  vases  crystalline. 
Careless,  the  Chian  and  the  Lesbian  wine, 
By  princes  poured  ;  for  him,  the  murex  dies 
In  Tyrrhene  nets ;  for  him,  green  Europe  vies 
With  tawny  Asia  to  extol  bis  state  ; 
Kor  him  those  twice  ten  thonsand  eunucha  wait 
la  whisperous  halls ;  for  him,  the  Thradan  spears 
March  with  the  Macedonian  mounl^neers  : 
And  him  men  praise. 

Meanwhile,  the  other  flees, 
'Scaped  from  his  clulK;h,  across  the  great  salt  seas?. 
And  thanks  kind  heaven's  rough  winds  that  blow 

Upon  his  cheek.     Among  the  multitude, 

In  seaman's  garb,  ho,  gliding  secret,  foond 

A  Venice  galley  for  Sicilia  bound  : 

And,  thence,  through  maay  lands,  for  many  yearf^ 

Wandering  in  search  of  succor  ftom  bis  peers, 

The  exiled  Prince  draws  far  in  foreign  climes 

The  breath  of  life ;  and  broods  upon  the  times. 


But  Groatnesa,  God  keeps  fast  upon  its  throne. 
Is  ever  prompt  full  greatly  to  disown 
Greatneaa  by  God  struck  down. 

The  Pope  is  wis 
Humane,  and  just. 
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The  Pope  the  Prince  first  plii 
"With  the  sad  story  of  his  sire's  diatreBS. 
And  "  Pax  vobist^m  I "  sighs  His  Holiness. 
' '  Leonem,  Oplime,  mar  amcu/co/iis," 
Ui^es  the  Prince,  "  me  qiioqae  UberaMt 
De  loqueo  venantium," 

Whereunto 
The  Pontiff; 

"  Ccdam  dedit  Domino, 
Hoaaiiioii  aateia  leiram  JUiia. 
Schismatics,  also,  are  ;e  Greeks,  I  wis." 
And  still  the  Prince  : 

"  0  Holy  Father,  sKiy  1 
The  Greek  shall  to  the  Latin  rite  give  way, 
If  Latin  arms  the  Grecian  throne  recover," 

"  Another  time,  m; 


And  flees  to  Germany. 

In  Germany 
Philip  is  Kaiser ;  and  by  craft  holds  high 
A  brow  serene  above  the  brawling  crowd,  — 
rine-balancBiJ  on  Sate's  pinnacle,  and  pcond. 
And  Kaiser  Philip  hath,  in  anmoiera  fled, 
Ilflne,  sister  Ki  Alexius,  wed  ; 
And  Kaiser  Philip  doth  with  deep  concern 
The  fallen  fbrtimes  of  his  kinsman  leam  : 
Concerned  the  more,  that  he  just  now  can  spare 
Hor  men,  nor  money  ;  since  his  rival  there. 
The  ijnx-eyed  Otho,  lurking  for  a  spring, 
Crouches  hard  by,  and  troubles  everything. 
The  times  are  wild. 
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Meanwhile,  the  Bed  Cross  Lords 
(Five  huDdred  sail,  and  thrire  ten  thousand  swords) 
Id  Zara  halt,  the  new  Crasade  to  plan. 
And  thither  wends  the  prince. 


Dandalo,  Doge  elect,  and  Amiral, 

And  Captain,  sits  ia  solemn  couneil  hall. 

His  long  beard,  lustrous  with  the  spotless  enowt 

Of  more  than  fourscore  winters,  amply  flows 

To  hide  the  angry  jewel,  clasped  with  gold, 

That  firmly  doth  his  heayy  mantle  hold. 

Covered  he  siis.     Above  hia  hlind  bald  hrow 

The  Ducal  bonnet  (Tintoret  shows  ye  how) 

Glows  like  a  sunset  glory  on  the  scalp 

Of  some  sublime  and  thnnder-scath^d  alp. 

And  the  furred  velvets  o'er  his  breastplate  fell 

In  folded  masses,  as  majestical 

As  honors  on  the  manhood  of  the  man. 

Soon  may  ye  tell,  if  ye  his  posture  scan. 

By  the  grand  careless  calmness  of  the  way 

His  mantle  laps  and  hangs,  that  in  the  play 

Of  this  world's  business  he  hath  ever  been 

Chief  actor,  chosen  for  each  foreground  scene ; 

Whence,  living  is  to  him  a  stately  thing 

Made  easy  by  long  wont  of  governing. 

Those  deep  blind  eyes   for  Venice'  sake  burned 
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Those  eyes.     The  ffim  fino  features  of  that  face. 

In  ati'angth  so  delicate,  so  strong  in  grace ! 

All  those  aagnstest  oppositos  that  mix 

In  some  superlative  eharacter,  to  fix 

With  one  strong  soul,  aoA  grace  with  ono  fit  frame, 

Man's  eraneiaceat  elements,  became 

Associate  ministers  K>  this  taiin's  will.  — 

The  symbols  of  the  valiey  and  tlie  hill: 

The  storm,  the  eagle,  and  the  cataract,  — 

Passions,  and  powers  that  passionately  act; 

The  streamlet,  and  the  vineleaf  in  the  sun,  — 

Graces  that  gracious  influence  acts  upon; 

Meet  in  the  aspect  of  tliat  bended  head. 

And  the  great  Lion  of  St.  Mark  doth  spread 

His  mighty  wings  above  the  baldachin 

That  decks  the  throne ;  mute  'mid  the  irampet's 

(Jlairaing  his  own. 

The  smooth  and  spacious  floors 
Ave  open-porehed.      Through  airy  corridors 
Ifou  mark  the  marshalled  heralds,  etadoned  calm 
i^^lx>nt  the  hroad  stone  platform,  bathed  in  balm 
0/  blissful  weather,  and  the  nfirm  noon-Iighc. 
Dftwu  the  sloped  hill  the  streeted  city,  white, 
Hu'.ms  popnions.     The  sea-hreeze,  blowing  in, 
Fl  utters  gay  flags  iu  harbors  Zaratiu ; 
He.aving  on  balustraded  rampans  wide, 
J>i.nd  at  high  casements,  thronged  and  balconied, 
l?hlck  streams  of  many-colored  silken  scarves. 
And  all  about  the  warraM  quays  and  wharves, 
The  sea  is  strewn  with  snowy  atuls,  by  swarms 
Of  high-decked   galleys,  from  whose   prows  the 

Of  hei-oes  hang,  and  low-hulled  palauiiers. 
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Meanwhile,  among  his  conncil-keeping  Sera, 
The  great  Doge  greets  ftom  his  ucenvied.  throne 
The  Batons,  etridiDg  inwards,  one  bj  one. 
Prom  that  bright  background,  anQ  the  goldon  noon; 
Like  banded  forme  on  Byzant  frescos.     Soon 
The  ball  is  crammed.     Below  the  high  dalfs  sit 
Peers,  princes,  preiales,  paladins. 

To  wit:  — 
The  conqueror  of  Aati,  Boni&ce, 
Matquia  of  Montlerrat ;  who  witfi  his  mace 
Can  brain  a  bull.     When  Theobald,  their  chief. 
Count  of  Champagne,  left  Christendom  in  grie^ 
Dying  nntimely,  and  dispute  arose 
About  the  headship,  hitn  the  Barons  chose 
(Favored  by  feme,  though  foreign  to  the  Franks) 
As  Dux  and  Daysman  of  the  Bed  Cross  Banks, 
Baldwin ;  whose  dreams  are  of  a  diadem. 
Since  last  the  Turks  have  tug^d  Jerusalem 
From  Lusignaa ;  content  to  wait  meanwhile 
As  Coant  of  Flanders,  till  his  fortunes  smile : 
Him,  also,  Hainault's  hardy  race  respect. 
Scion  of  Charlemagne  by  line  direct. 
And  cousin  to  the  Boyalty  of  France. 
Beside  him,  having  broken  Ms  last  lance 
At  Bruges,  in  that  great  tourney,  where  lie  twaiu 
First  crossed  their  shields.  Count  Henry,  with  hi,  9 

Of  Flandens  knights.     Sir  Guy,  the  Gascon  ;  giim. 
Gray,  gaunt,  as  on  the  Pyrenean  rim 
His  own  three  cloudy  border  castles  are. 


lor.;:,.  Google 


SIEGE   OF   CONSTANTINOFLE.      175 

Held  fast  for  his  White  Heiress  of  Navarre, 
Daughter  of  good  King  Sanco,  Bnmanied  The  Wise, 
Blanche  with  the  golden  hair  and  holy  eyes. 
Whose  husband,  Theobald,  last  year  expired 
In  the  fond  arms  of  Friar  Fulk,  admired 
By  weeping  Barons  ;  but  bewailed  the  most 
By  that  stout  servant  of  the  Bed  Cross  Host, 
Geoffroy  of  Ville-Hardonin,  Lord  of  Bar 
And  Arcis,  and  the  hillside  country  fkr 
As  Troyes,  and  both  the  blossom-boaring  hanks 
<0f  Aube  ;  Ambaasador  of  all  the  Franks, 
And  Marshal  of  Champagne.     Miles,  Lord  of  Brie. 
Geoffroy  de  Joinville.    And  those  Gautiers  three 
Of  Vignory,  Montbeliard,  and  Briennc. 
'Kogar  de  Marehe.     Bernard  do  Somerghen. 
William,  aurnaraed  The  Bed  ;  Lord  Advocate 
Of  Arras,  Seignieur  of  Bethone ;  whose  straight, 
'Strong  amber   locks,  like   haum,  in   heaps   half 

smother 
His  heavy  brow.     And  Conon,  his  boy-brother. 
iRenier  de  Trit,     And  Jaen,  the  Castelain 
Clf  Brugeb      And  Droux   Che  Seignienr  of  Beau- 
Baldwin  of  Boau  0  F      Anseau  de  Kaiou. 
Hu'ges  de  Bel  ups      E  sta  ho  do  Cantelieu. 
With  sh  elds  slung,  frontwiae  over  chain   haber- 

Oautier  de  Stombe  and  Renier  de  Monz. 
('3ray  Qer  us  \n  i  ju  lag  Heme  of  Caslel, 
-Jakes  of  Avesnnes,  Bernard  of  Monstriiel, 
Eobert  of  Malvoisin.  Aud  Nicelaa 
De  Mailli.  Guy  do  Coney,  he  that  was 
The  son  of  AdeJa.  Those  brothers  two, 
Stephen  and  Jeffry,  oPpving  of  ItotrQU, 


lor.;:,.  Google 


S76    CHRONICLES  AND   CHARACTERS. 

And  Connts  of  Perche.     St.  Pol,  to  prove  nhoae 

power 
His  daugliter  Elzabet  had  brought  in  dower 
To  Chatillon  two  counties.     Matbiou,  Lord 
Of  Montraotencj.     Trifling  witli  the  sword 
Hq  leans  on,  Piere,  the  new-mnde  Cardinal 
Of  Capua  i  who  was  the  first  of  all 
To  t»ke  the  ctosa.      And  he  of  Trainel,  learned 
Bishop  of  Troyes,  Garoiers ;  who  back  returned 
AnoD  from  spoiled  Byzance,  "  with  nothing  less  " 
(Qnoth  Alberic)  "to  grace  his  diocese 
Than  the  true  scull,  from  Grecian  monks  reclaimed. 
Of  Philip  the  Apostle.     Near  him  (named 
B;  Gonther  moffate  srmclitatia  air) 
Neuelon ;  "  on  whom  the  Pope  was  pleased  confcf 
Thcssaionica's  new  archhishopric 
Some  few  jears  afterwards,"  writes  Alberic; 
Bishop,  meuiwhilc,  of  Soissocs ;  whose  graudsire,' 
Gerard,  the  Prankish  chroniclers  admire 
As  "  Caslekjn  of  Laon,  and  noble  prince  "  ; 
Beturned  from  Rome,  well  pleased,  &  fortnight^ 

With  absolution  won  from  Innocent 

For  Zara  captured,  Co  the  discontent 

Of  those  that  sought  to  break  thu  Rud  Cross  ran'bs. 

This  prelate  sits,  requited  by  the  thanks 

Of  pious  souls,  in  comfortable  cbat 

With  those  of  Bethlehem  and  Halberetadt, 

Receiving  praise  of  Eulk  himself;  the  Mouk 

Of  Neuilly;  who,  when  English  Richard  shrunk, 

And  Prankish  Philip,  from  his  fierce  appeal, 

Stirred  up  their  Barons  to  a  proper  zeal ; 

Tlie  BoLlnergcs  of  the  new  erusade ; 

A  lean  lihar^faced  enthusiast,  with  siiorn  head 
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And    Elan-y    eyes,  —  no    hawk's,   fkim    Norway 

brought. 
More  vivid,  or  more  vigilant,  — his  thonght 
So  flashea  through  them  'oeath  his  towl's  gray 

esvge. 
De  Montfbrt;   whom  the  Pope  proclaims  "God's 

scourge," 
Though  styled  "Hell's  Hangman"  by  the  Aibi- 

And  "Bloody  Simon."     Louis,  Count  of  Blois 
And  CharttB ;  Iho  crownlesa  kinsman  of  the  kings 
Ol  France  and  England,  whose  high  humor  springs 
Erom  blood  twice  royal.      Peter  of  Coucteoay  ; 
Whose  sires  upon  the  sons  of  kings,  men  say, 
lioiposed  their  name  aud  amis,  *'  three  torfeatEe,  or," 
Which  Godfrey,  Bouillon's  ftimous  chieftain  bore 
lu.  Christ's  first  battle  for  His  sepulchre. 

Tfot  the  least  warlike  of  these  warriors  were 
I'hose  Bishops  four,  of  Soissons,  Bethlehem, 
And  Halberstadt.     In  conference  with  them 
T'hat  strong-Simbed  L^ate,  loved  by  Innocent, 
And  (thanks  to  shill  in  arms  with  leairning  blent) 
Acn-j's  Elect  Archbishop,  sits  beside 
Loives'  stout  Abbot.     Ugo,  the  one-eyed, 
The  Lord  of  Porli,  leaning  on  hia  spear 
A'lid  whispering  to  the  gray  Gonfalonier 
O  '  the  Holy  S«e.     Pous  of  Sienna,  lord 
(J  f  emply  coffers  and  ei  hungry  sword 
-At  all  men's  service,  trnating  from  the  sack 
Of  pagan  towns  to  take  good  fortune  back. 
-Tohn  of  Bcieune ;  whose  daughter  Fiederic 
Made  Queen  of  Naples  later;  Almeric, 
His  ivifu's  gr.iiKl father,  gave  him  from  the  grave 
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Jeroflalein,  still  lalw;  gray-haired,  firave, 

And,  though  aatitled,  honored,  him  men  call 

The  noblest  Christian  warrior  of  them  all. 

Guy,  Abhot  of  Sernay  and  Val ;  anon 

Made  hy  the  Pope  Bishop  of  Carcusson ; 

Suspected  leaiiur  of  the  malcontents , 

Henry  of  Orm ;  whose  Brabaut  shield  presenW 

Argent,  three  dieiiTons,  gules.     Ibiger  de  Cuick, 

Lord  ooly  of  a  little  bdliwich. 

Gamier  of  Borland ;  whuse  assaults,  when  Hell 

Stirred  him  against  the  Church,  a  miracle 

Defeated ;  for  the  blood  of  God  His  Son, 

To  warn  him  hack,  did  on  the  rood  down-run, 

Seen  at  St.  Goar,  of  Treves,  upon  the  Ehein ; 

Sister  xa  Godfiied,  that  of  Eppestein 

Was  Baron  (and  good  Bishop  Siegfried'e  brother) 

His  mother  was;  his  sister,  too,  was  motho' 

0'  the  otlier  Siegfried  that  of  Eatislion 

Was  Bishop.     Ogier  de  Sancheron, 

Jaon  de  rriaJse.     Gauticr  de  Gadonrille. 

Guillaiime  de  Sains,  and  Oris  of  the  Isle, 

With  gray  Menasses;  aad  stout-limbed  Machaire, 

St,  Men^onld's  Lord :  and  Benaud  de  Damjiiere. 

Mathieu  of  Valincourt :  and  Eudes  of  Ham  ; 

And  Piere  of  Ainicns,  called  The  Wolf ;  whose  ^am 

Was  nameless  Madge.     Haimon  of  Pesmes,  fiXiA 

Guy; 
Eudes  of  Champlite,  and  Hugnes  of  Cormory. 
Eustache  le  Marcbis,  with  his  helmet  on, 
And,  undisguised,  his  quilled  gamboison, 
Fret  by  no  haabork,  half-way  \a  his  knee. 
Viliers,  and  Aimory  of  Villerey, 
Peter  of  Braiquel,  Budo  of  the  Vale, 
Kochfort,  and  Ardelliers,  and  MonUnirail, 
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Pletro  Alherti;  who,  as  aimple  Ser 
Of  Venice,  boaals  his  power  to  confer 
Titles,  ha  doems  less  grand  because  his  sire 
Helped  Dominie,  the  Doge,  to  get  back  T3rr8 
(Tluiti  famous  town  Aganor  built,  say  some) 
From  those  two  former  foes  of  Ghristendom, 
The  Egyptian  Eailtf,  aod  that  Soldau  damned 
Who  in  Damasens  kept  his  dungeons  crammed 
With  Christian  souls  :  he  fingers  his  gold  chain. 
And,  with  a  smile  of  careless  gay  disdain, 
Polds  his  patrician  robe  across  his  knees. 
Less  grave,  and  chatting  too  much  at  his  ease, 
Pataleone  Barbo ;  whose  renown, 
Scarce  older  than  his  senatorial  gown, 
Folks  yet  dispute.     Francesco  Conlarini : 
And  that  famed  Ser,  Thomaso  Mbrasiai : 
ILorenio  Gradeaigo :  Giammarla 
EVancesco  Gritti,  famed  in  Apulm  i 
3Daniele  Gozzi :  Jacopo  Pisani : 
And  Giambattista  Ercole  Grimani ; 
Woble  Venetians. 

Side  by  side  they  sit, 
Gra  y  faces  in  grave  circle.     Could  I  fit 
Thi.a  rougli.*dged  rhyme- work  into  finer  frames 
For  (heir  smooth-vo  welled,  voluble,  sweet  names. 
Ho  wrong  done,  no  wrench  to  them,  bruise  oj 

wound,  ~ 
.i'aa  when  the  torturer  to  his  engine  bound 
'The  melting-limbed  doliciousness  of  some 
Dear  lady,  doomed  to  luckless  martyrdom, — 
Fi'icnds,  you  should  know  their  noblenesses  all 
Henceforth  forever,  and  to  mind  recall 
By  special  name  each  serious  face  of  them. 
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Pale,  'mid  its  pomp  of  purple  robs  and  gem, 
Forth  peering  over  every  fiir-trimmed  vest. 
Search  ye  the  Golden  Volume  for  the  rest, 
Tou  whom  fate  favors,  whosoe'er  ye  be. 
With  loave,  onee  lavished,  long  denied  to  me. 
To  walk,  B  living  mar,  in  Venice'  etreeta, 
Where  ghost  meets  ghost,  and  spirit  spirit  greets. 
Among  the  doves  and  bells,  and  bounteous  things 
Strewn  'twixt  the  sky  that  clings,  tlie  sea  that 

To  the  Bweet  city,  —  'twixt  gloom,  glory,  'twist 
Lifb,  death,  in  maze  inextricably  mixt 
Of  gorgeous  labyrinth. 

Leaning  by  the  wall,        , 
Near  the  great  doorway,  fair-haited,  blue-eyed,  tall;, 
Behind  St.  Pol  (who  tunes,  to  pass  the  time, 
Hamming  unheard,  an  amorous  Norman  rhyme 
To  the  slow  music  of  a  Latin  hymn) 
Bnssy  d'Herboise,  the  frank  French  knight,  whosy 

And  sober  surcoat,  of  no  special  hue, 
Attracts,  by  seeming  to  evade,  the  view. 
Ulric  of  ThuQ  :  .ind  Charles  of  Aquiteine  ; 
Eberhard,  Count  of  Traun,  and  castelain 
Of  the  Imperial  fortress  of  Pavla ; 
G^  tlie  Unnamed ;  for  whom  his  motlier  Fia 
Forgot  to  choose  a  fotber  ere  she  died. 
Being  embarrassed  by  a  choice  too  wide  ; 
Manin  the  Jigbtiug  Abbot;  whose  priest's  gown 
Scarce  hides  the  corselet  which  in  Basil  town 
He  bought  last  month,  to  join  the  northern  knight! 
From  windy  btii'gs  sea-beat  on  Baltic  heights, 
Fair-meadowed  manors,  and  gray  caslles  cold. 
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'Mid  blue  Bohemian  woods,  on  wicdy  wold 
In  the  dark  Harta,  or  Salzbnrg'B  mountains  bleak. 
Hcnrj  of  Oftei'dingen,  wlio  tUe  week 
Before,  came  bringing,  for  his  part,  indeed, 
Only  his  lute,  his  lance,  lilt)  squire,  his  steed. 
Ludwig  the  bonhead,  of  Palkenstwn  : 
Ulric  the  Hawk  ;  whube  mother  Adeline 
PriestB  say  the  Pope  will  canonize  next  year : 
And  Ottoker,  men  call  the  Blear-eyed  Bear: 
The  Dnke  of  Styria,  leaning  on  his  shield,  — 
A  milk-white  panther-rampant,  on  a  field 
Vert;  Witikind,  Cariolhia'a  Duke,  some  saj 
The  bastard  son  of  Bilstein's  Countess  gay, 
Who,  helped  by  some  sleek  nameless  Levantine, 
Contrives  to  keep  alive  the  ducal  line. 

Only  the  constellations  and  the  suns 

Are  called  by  kingly  names  :  the  raillions 

Of  lesser  Kghts,  in  charts  celestial, 

Are  noticed  merely  by  a  numeral. 

These,  but  the  special  atars  that  strongest  flauie 

In  foremost  firmament.     No  need  to  name 

I'he  many  more,  less  noble,  or  less  known. 

All  known,  all  noble j  all  content  to  own 

-^  greater  than  th^r  greatest  in  that  great , 

Gray-headed,  blind,  old  man,  who  sits  sedate 

And  serious  in  their  midst ;  tlie  central  soul 

Of  this  brnte  power  which  he  doth  all  control. 

Shaping  the  many-minded  multitude 

To  oneness ;  both  the  worthless  and  the  good. 

The  weak,  the  strong.     For  he  is  born  of  those 

High  seldom  spirits  that  of  all  tarth's  shows 

Suck  out  the  substance,  and  make  alt  men's  wil<s 

The  agents  of  their  own. 
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The  trnnipet  shrills 
Thrice  in  the  outer  porch,  wilh  brazen  din, 
Thrice  in  the  vestibule,  and  thrice  wiihio 
The  vaulted  aislea. 

Then,  throagh  the  clanging  arch, 
The  gaunt,  red-croascd,  sleel-shicted  heralds  march. 
Then  silence. 

Then,  a  humming,  and  a  sound 
Of  metal  clinked  upon  the  marble  gtound. 
And  in  between  those  six  that,  either  side 
The  columned  entry,  gleam  in  la.barda  pied, 
Bare-headed,  with  no  blazon  on  his  breast. 
Comes  the  discrowned  Heir  of  all  the  East, 
Alexius  Angelus,  the  last  in  line 
Of  those  Greek  heirs  to  Christian  Constantine, 
The  Byzant  Emperors. 

Who  seets  for  aid 
Must  show  how  service  sought  can  be  repaid. 
Therefore  the  Prince,  as  soon  as  oa  bent  knee 
He  gave  the  Doge  the  Kaiser's  letter,  —  free 
To  plead  his  cause  before  the  assembled  knights 
Of  Christendom,  and  urge  his  wrongs  and  rights, — 
Pledges  himsetf  to  pay,  upon  his  crown. 
Two  hundred  thousand  maiks  of  silvei'  down  ; 
To  join  the  Egjpliim  Pilgrims  :  and  make  ceae 
The  age-long  schism  dividing  Kome  aud  Greece : 
To  (iod  and  furnish  at  his  proper  cost, 
Kor  Christendom,  and  U>  the  Red  Gcoss  Host, 
For  one  whole  jear,  ten  thousand  mounted  men. 
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Soldiar  and  horse :  and,  ever  after  tlien, 
A  company  of  fiftj-  knights,  —  a  Band 
Vowed  to  the  service  of  the  Holy  Land.  — 
"  Le  Videt  de  Gon^aiainopk,"  states 
The  Prankish  Chronicler,  whose  pen  relates 
What  his  eye  witnessed,  since  himself  was  there> 
"  Ia  cuers  des  gens  esmeal,  maiate  lerme  aiaere 
Mouit  dursiaent  plorant,"     Thns,  with  filial  leara, 
Comment  and  argument,  to  lay  their  fears 
And  lift  their  valors,  — now,  with  poured  appeal 
To  sacred  Jnetice  and  the  Public  Weal, 
Now,  hinting  novel  oaflois  to  be  won 
To  teeming  Trade,  —  until  the  set  of  eun. 
Full  passionately  pleading,  epaJte  the  Prini*. 


And  all  tliis  time.  Doge  Dandaio,  —  for,  sinca 
His  sight  was  saved  fi-om  surfaces  and  shows 
That  grossly  intercept  the  siglit  of  those 
'7ho,  seeing  mMy  things,  see  nothing  through, 

.e  with  serene,  unvext,  internal  view 

.eheld  all  naked  causes  and  eH^ts 
ia  that  clear  glass  whereon  the  soul  veflecls, 
TTnEhaked  by  Time's  distraught  and  shiiling  glare, 
Events  and  anls,  —  while  passionately  there 
The  Prince  stood  pleading,  saw,  as  in  a  trance, 
Conalrueted  out  of  golden  circamstance. 
The  steadfast  image  of  a  fiir-o£f  thing 
Glorious,  and  full  of  wonder  ,  ,  .  , 

Clear  upaprlnij 
Into  the  deep  bine  aky  the  golden  spires 


lor.;:,.  Google 


184    CBBOHilCLES  AND   CHARACTEBS. 

That  top  the  milkwhite  towers,  like  windless  fires ; 
O'er  gardened  alopes,  slant  shafts  of  plumy  palm 
lean  seaward  from  hot  lilllsides  breathing  Imlm  i 
Green,  azure,  and  ycrmilion,  fret  with  gold. 
Blaze  the  domed  roo^  In  many  a  globed  fold 
Of  splendor,  set  with  silver  sfudB  and  disks  : 
And,  underneath,  tiie  solemn  oheliska 
And  sombro  cypress  stripe  with  blackest  shade 
8ea-terraoeB,  by  Summer  overlaid 
With  such  ft  lavish  sunhght  as  oVflows 
And  drops  between  thick  clusters  of  wild  rose 
And  clambering  sparweed,  down  the  sleepy  walls 
To  the  broad  base  of  granite  pedestals 
That  prop  the  gated  rampHrls,  round  iibout 
The  wftva-girt  dty ;  whence  flow  in  and  oat 
The  wealth  and  wonder  of  the  Orient  World : 
And,  high  o'er  all  this  populous  pomp,  unfurled 
In  the  sublime  dominions  of  the  sun. 
And  fanned  by  floating  Bosphorua  breezes,  won 
To  waft  to  Venice  each  triumphant  hark, 
The  winged  and  warrior  Lion  of  St.  Mark  I 
All  this  he  saw  beforehand  :  so  foreknew 
What  last  great  deed  God  kept  for  him  to  do ; 
Which,  being  apprehended,  was  half  done 
In  his  deep  soul,  tliougli  yet  divined  by  none. 
So  when  ^e  Frince  had  ended,  and  the  hall 
B^an  to  buzz,  and  those  flusht  hces  ail 
To  turn  their  glances  on  .the  Doge  (hecanse 
He  was  the  inventor  of  their  wills)  no  pause 
For    further   thought    he    Reeded :    hut   smoothed 

Across  his  knee  one  crease  of  hie  calm  gown, 
And  answered,  very  quietly,  "It  is  good," 
And  rose. 
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But  then  began  that  multitude 
To  murmur.     And  some  said, "  The  thing  is  wHd, 
Ami  not  to  be  ondearoted."     Others  smiled, 
Played  silent  with  the  pommels  of  their  swords. 
And  sided  with  the  loudest.     Many  lords 
And  many  princes  dceiT  themselves  aside, 
And,  blaming  all  the  rest,  with  ruffied  pride. 
Took  ship  and  so  departed  home  again, 
'Gnawing  their  beards  and  hinting  high  disdain. 
iSo  was  there  great  division  of  men's  minds, 
jAnd  tempest  worse  than  of  the  waves  and  winds 
'^i''hen  tides  are  equinoctial.     It  appears 
'The  priests  first  took  each  other  by  the  ears, 
vkrgaing  if  war  be  lawful,  waged  as  well 
'On  Christian  sinner,  as  on  in^del, 
'Bid  tost  trip  text,  and  learning  learning  trample. 
The  unlearned  l^cs  followed  tlieir  example. 
JThose  Ahbots  stout  of  Loces  and  of  Val 
Wifh  Latin  curaea  evangelical 
I>ernounced  each  other.     Borland  then  took  sail, 
AfHd  left  the  camp,  followed  by  Montmirail. 
riVoieville,  and  Belmont,  and  Vidame  as  well, 
Aftd  with  them  the  boy  Henry  of  Castfel, 
Went,  swearing  on  the  Holy  Goapels  Poor 
To  come  again,  but  never  came  they  more ; 
(Kor  spared  Qod's  wrath  the  recreant  fugitives, 
[Of  whom  five  hundred  Barons  lost  their  lives, 
^Sunk  in  one  ship,  and  hundreds  more  beside, 
Slanghl^rud  by  peasants  in  Sclavonia,  died. 
VAtid  d.iily  still,  some  brawling  baron  went. 
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^  said  very  qviietlj,  "  It  is  good." 
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A^HiHUamB,  c.  113,  p,  Se. 


On  all  the  walls  and  gateways  of  the  lovm 
Of  great  Bysantmm,  passing  up  and  down, 
-Men  read  this  placard  :  — 


"It  is  notorious  to  all  man 
Tlhat  one  Alexins,  son  of  Isaac  (late 
£  mperor  of  Che  East ;  whom,  by  just  fate 
A-.Qd  the  high  hand  of  Heaven  dethroned,  our  gracu 
-And  clemenay,  ill-merited,  did  place 

In  safety,  suffering  him  to  iive)  hath  stirred 

By  treasonable  act  and  traitrons  word 

Against  our  state  a  barbarous  arm 

Of  Latins,  chiefly  out  of  Venice  k 

And  Franco ;  pretexting  in  the  m 
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Of  Christonaom,  by  thera  dereiyod,  the  same 
High  canse  which  our  own  arms  have  heretofore 
Not  slightly  served,  in  famous  fields  of  yore. 
Now  therefore,  haTiii};  called  aboat  our  throne 
Our  loyal  lit^emen,  we  lo  all  make  known 
That  we  hai-e  set  our  price  upon  the  head 
(Six,  if  (dive,  three  thousand,  byaants,  dead) 
Of  this  Alexius  Angelus,  eelf-etyled 
Prince  and  Angustos,  jalselj,  since  exiled 
And  focf^t  of  his  life,  and  titles  all. 

"By  order  of  our  Lord  Iioperial 
and  Paramount,  his  servant, 

"MUZUFBB."' 


"Wild  vhisperers  watched  the  coming  of  the  fleels. 


When  the  Ambassadors  of  Venice,  France, 
And  the  Allied  Crusade,  bearing  the  lance 
And  Hon  of  St.  Mark,  the  gonfalon 
0'  tbe  Holy  See,  the  sword,  and  habergeon. 
And  mace  of  Charlemagne,  with  horalds  came 
Before  the  Emperor,  and  the  amber  flame 
Of  the  great  Oriental  sanlight  flowed 
Through  the  long-gal leried  hall,  and  hotly  glowed 
About  the  pillared  walls  with  purple  bright. 
They  were  at  first  as  men  whom  too  much  light 
Staggers,  and  blinds  ;  so  much  the  inopinate 
Mflgniflpence  and  splendor  of  his  state 
Amazed  them, 
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At  the  Emperor's  right  hand. 
Tracing  upon  the  floor  with  Hnakj  wand 
Strange  shapes,  was  standing  his  astrologer 
And  mystic,  Isiimael  the  son  of  Shur, 
A  swartJiy,  lean,  and  mtdancholj  man, 
With  eyes  in  caverns,  an  Arabian. 
Who  seemed  W  notice  nothing,  save  hia  own 
Strange  writing  on  the  floor  before  the  throne. 
At  the  Emperor's  feet,  Itaif-naked,  and  half-robed 
With  rivnieta  of  emeroldes,  that  throbbed 
Green  fire  as  her  rich  breathings  billowed  all 
Their    thrilled     and    glittering    drops,    cronched 

Jezrcull, 
The  feir  l^yptian,  with  strange-colored  eyes 
Full  of  fierce  oliange  and  somnolent  surprise. 
She,  with  upalanled  shoulder  leaning  couched 
Om   one   smooth    elbow,  sphinx-Me,   calm,  and 

crouched, 
Though  motiool^s,  yet  seemed   \a   move,  —  its 

Fimo  slope  so  glidiugly  each  glossy  limb 
Curved  on  the  marble,  melting  out  and  in 
Her  gcnimy  tunic,  downward  t^  her  thin 
Ciea.r  ankles,  ankleled  with  dull  pale  gold. 
Thi'uk  gushing  through  a  jewelled  hoop,  down 

All  round  her,  rivers  of  dark  slumbrous  hair, 
Sweeping  her  burnisht  breast,  sharp-alanted,  bare. 
Arid  sallow  shonldcr.      This  was  the  last  slave 
The  Emperor  loved.     No  sea-nymph  in  a  cave 
^Cver  more  indolently  dreaming  lay, 
Liulled  by  low  surges,  on  a  summer's  day, 
I'he  midnight  theft  of  some  Bohemian  witch, 
S  tol'n  from  a  Moslem  mother,  when  the  rich 
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Turk  camps  in  Carmel  fled  before  the  trosa 

That  lured  the  remnant  left  by  Barbaross 

To   Suabia's   Duke,   was   Jeiraal.     Pour    black 

Like  toads,  greeu-turbaneiJ,  and  in  scarlet  BCarvea, 
The  four  familiars  of  the  iair  witch-queen, 
With  fans  of  ostrich  fcathers,  dipt  in  sheen 
Arabian  dyes  and  reddened  at  the  rims, 
Stood  round  her,  winnowing  cool  her  coiled  limhs 
And,  behind  these,  on  either  side  the  throne. 
Stand  two  tame  jackals  W>  ApolljTin : 
One,  in  bis  right,  across  his  shoulder  props 
An  axe,  am!  from  his  left  a  loose  cord  drops. 
And  he  is  nameless,  and  his  trade  is  death. 
The  other,  whose  silk  vest  flows  loose  beneath. 
The  small  enamelled  dagger  at  his  hip. 
Smiles,  with  a  restless  finger  at  the  lip ; 
Sleelt,  subtle,  beauteous,  bloodless  minister 
Of  evil ;  and  men  call  him  Muznfer  ; 
And  when  he  smiles  the  people  are  afraid. 
And  hide  themselves.     And  smiling  is  bis  trad.e. 

The  Ambassadors  of  ibe  Eed-crossed  Allies 

Spake  to  the  Emperor  upon  this  wise : 

"  The  supreme  Pontiff  of  tbe  Holy  See 

Of  Rome,  in  concert  with  the  sovereign,  free 

Republic  of  St.  Mark,  the  Chevisance, 

And  gentlemen  of  Germany  and  France 

In  arms,  —  by  us,  Charies,  Connt  of  Aquitain'B, 

Eberhard,  lord  of  Traun,  and  Caslelain 

Of  the  Imperial  fortress  of  Pavia, 

Lorenzo  Gradenigo,  Giammaria 

Francisco  Gritti,  Jacopo  Pisani, 

And  Giambattista  Ercole  Gdmani, 
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Koble  Venetiana,  —  to  Alexius,  styled 

And  titled,  faiselj,  Emperor,  who  despoiled 

Uie  brother  of  the  purple  and  high  place 

Of  power,  to  him  allotted  by  God'e  grace  :  — 

Bender  to  Cfesar  what  ia  Ccesar's  own, 

And  nnto  God  good  deeds:  restore  the  throne. 

By  tliee  usurped  with  sacrilegious  sword. 

To  Isaac,  thine  hereditary  lord 

And  master  :  and  so  live,  forgiven  of  men 

And  God.     But  if  thou  dost  not  this,  know  then 

Thon  art  aceurst,  and  anathematized." 

The  Egyptian  lifted  her  large  eyes,  surprised. 

And  laughed.     The  scarlet-clad  huge-handed  man 

That  sWod  behind,  with  axe  and  cord,  began, 

Under  a  snarling  lip,  to  gnash  while  teeth. 

ThQ  other  monster  half  out  of  its  sheath 

Li  fled  his  dagger,  with  iho  self-same  smile 

Wherewith  he  had  been  listening  all  this  while. 

Xhe  Emperor  glanced  at  JeatM.!,  and  said, 

"  Ton  young  French  Envoy  hath  a  comely  head. 

A  nswec  him,  girl." 

The  glittering  witch  leaped  up 
Wiith  a  shrill  laugh,  and  seized  a  golden  cup, 
An  i  shook  her  sporkhng  tunic  to  green  flame. 
An  d,  hand  ou  haunch,  made  answer : 

Of  Satan,  and  the'PowBrs  that  be  !     Who  saith 
To  Life,  'LiveTiot:  give  np  thy  place  to  Death  '  ? 
"Who  calleth  to  the  Sun,  '  Come  down  ;  make  way 
For  Darkness  '  ?      Who  demandeth  of  the  Day 
'To  give  his  golden  palace  to  the  Night  "i 
.Life  answers, '  Pool !  I  live.'     And,  saith  the  Light, 
('Thou   fooll     I   shine.'     Who   cannot   keep  liis 
Ibroue 
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Maj  lose  it :  whites  he  hath  it,  't  is  his  own. 
And,  were  I  Emperoi:,  I  would  answer,  '  Lo  1 
Upon  all  hills  that  rise,  all  waves  that  flow, 
And  on  the  licee  ani)  souls  of  men,  is  cast 
The  shadow  of  my  pnrplc.     Heaven  is  vast, 
And  Hell  is  deep.     And  God,  if  God  there  be, 
Doth  hide  himself  to  leave  this  world  to  me. 
Mankind  ia  my  tame  dog  ;  and,  knowing  it. 
Pawns  on  me ;  on  whose  collar  there  is  writ, 
Sum  Cifsane.     The  world  is  but  a  wheel 
That  draws  my  chariot.     I  hold  fast  my  heel 
Upon  the  neck  of  my  cringed  vassal,  Time, 
Fear  ts  my  slave  ;  my  household  creature,  Crimi 
The  Lords  of  Hell  are  my  retainers.     When 
I  frown  or  smile,  all  Yalor  dies  in  men, 
Yirtoe  in  women  :  men  and  women  are  mine, 
Body  and  soul :  their  blood  is  in  my  wine, 
The  lion  croueheth  on  my  palace  floors ; 
And  Life  and  Death  are  suppliants  in  my  doors, 
The  bolted  thunder  hangeth  on  my  wajls, 
And,  lo  ye,  when  I  nod  the  thunder  falls  ! '  " 

"  The  thunder  hangeth  in  the  hand  of  God," 
Lorenzo  cried;  "  and  IsUeth  at  hie  nod. 
See  ye,  from  yonder  golden  pole,  that  props 
The  baldachin  his  burniebt  barb  o'ertops. 
The  many-colored  silken  afreaioers  lall  ? 
The  same  hand,  from  the  same  silk,  fashioned  ft 
Kor  hath  the  stnfi'  with  purple  tinct  imprest 
Essential  value  more  than  all  the  rest. 
Great  C^sar  with  his  fortunes  to  admit 
Death  opes  his  doors  no  wider  by  a  whit 
Than  fbr  the  b^gar  buried  in  a  ditch. 
The  dust  is  brother  to  the  dust.     Seeing  which, 
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And  that  alone  tlie  actions  of  the  just 

Are  lords  forever,  and  defy  the  dust, 

Repent  1  spread  sackcloth  on  thy  former  ain. 

"Ear,  by  the  Living  Lord  tliac  listened!  in 

The  everlasting  silences  on  high, 

1  s<ivear  —  beueatli  the  pa^ence  of  the  sky, 

Beneatl)  jon  gorgeous  canopy,  beneath 

Yon  golden  roof,  though  incensed  by  the  breath 

Uf  prosdtated  slaves  lite  this,  and  throned 

In  pomp,  nnd  girt  with  power,  and  crowned,  and 

zoned 
With  the  imperial  purple  of  the  East, 
Alexins  is  a  miscreant,  and  a  beast. 
And  God  shall  say  to  him,  as  to  that  other 
Wioni  he  resembles,  'Cain,  where  is  thy  brother^' 
But:  thou,  dread  degradation  of  the  form 
Oii  woman,  —  what   art  thou,  strange   glittering 

What  public  mother,  to  what  sire  unknown, 
Spawned   thee,  shamed  creature  of  a  shameless 

throne, 
T'hat  dost  with  insult  answer  Christendom  t " 

The  Egyptian  sprang,  then  stood  death-white.     A 

hum 
As  of  a  hornet's  nest,  all  round  the  hall, 
Eesjponded  to  her  gesture,  augural 
O'r  wrath.     She  stood,  a  sorceress  brewing  storm : 
T  be  jewels  crackled  on  her  stiflfening  form; 
rfler  wild  unholy  eyes  flashed  hate;  the  breath, 
JJrana  sharply  In,  hissed  through  her  sparkling 
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is  hand,  and  called,  "Enough ! 
crouched  :  then,  like  a  bea 

Whimpered  upon  the  mnrble.     Dryly  smiled 
The  Emperor ;  and  to  Muznfer  he  said, 
■  "  The  old  Venice  Envoy  hath  a  reverend  head, 
Answer  thou  hira."    Bnt  he,  "Great  Lord,  I  harif 
Not  any  knowledge  nor  experience,  save 
(What  much,  I  doubt,  delights  not  these  grav« 

Sere) 
A  little,  of  the  various  characters 
Of  wines  and  women.      Nor  indeed  have  I 
Enough  of  LatiuiKed  theology 
To  answer,  text  for  text,  this  reverend  man." 


"Nebuchadnezzar  reigned  :  and  he  is  dead. 

When  Babylon  was  adslrcss  of  the  world, 

He  was  the  lord  of  Babylon.     Death  furled 

His  &ce  in  dark :  and  him  the  world  forgot. 

Greek  Alexander  reigned  :  his  bones  do  rot. 

Thia  little  earth  was  smaller  than  his  stale. 

He  held  it  in  his  hand.     Men  culled  him  Great. 

At  last  God  blew  his  lifc  oat  like  a  spark, 

And  he  became  a  darkness  in  the  dark. 

To  Alafie  the  eagle  gave  his  wing. 

His  claw  the  lion,  and  the  snake  her  sting. 

His  clarions,  blown  upon  the  seven  hill-tops. 

Shook  the  round  globe.      Grasses  the  wild  goat. 

Grow  over  Mm.     A  little  sickness  made 
Of  all  he  was  nothing  but  dust  and  shade. 
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Attila  reigned.   The  alrong  Huna  worshipped  him. 
All  mankind  feared  him.     He  was  great  and  grim. 
Rome  grovelled  at  his  feet.     Ouo  night  he  ceased. 
The  worms  upon  liis  fiesh  have  held  high  feast. 
JBehind  the  hosts  of  suns  Siiid  stars,  behind 
The  rushing  of  the  chariots  of  the  mad, 
13ohiud  all  Doisos  and  all  shapes  of  things, 
.And  men,  and  deeds,  behind  the  blaze  of  kings, 
Princes  and  paladins  and  potentates. 
An  immense  solitarj  Spectre  waits. 
.Tt  has  no  shape :  it  has  no  sound  :  it  hss 
No  place  :  it  has  no  time  :  it  is,  aud  waa, 
And  wilt  be  :  it  is  never  more,  nor  less, 
Hot  glad,  nor  sad.     Its  oame  is  Nothingness. 
Powei'  walieth  high  ;  and  Misery  doth  erawl : 
Aim!  the  clepsydra  drips :  and  the  sands  fall 
Down  in  the  huiu'glass  :  and  the  slmdows  sweep 
A.round  the  dial :  and  men  wake,  and  sleep, 
Kiive,  strive,  regret,  forget,  and  love,  and  hate. 
And  know  it  not.     This  spectre  saltb,  '  I  WMt,' 
And  at  the  last  it  hcckons,  and  they  pass. 
And  still  the  red  sands  fall  within  the  glass : 
And  still  the  shades  around  the  dial  sweep : 
Anct  still  the  water-clock  dotb  drip  and  weep  ; 
And  this  is  all." 

"Tea,"  said  the  Emperor,  "  then 
If  thus  it  fare  with  the  world's  mighty  men, 
J*ind  there  be  no  more  greatness  in  the  dust, 
Vlow  fares  it  with  the  men  the  world  calls  just. 

Who  lived  not  ibr  the  body  but  the  mind, 
-Aagustin,  Plato,  Socrates?" 

"  Behind 

The  mingled  multitude  of  mortal  deeds 
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Called  good  or  ill,  behind  all  codes  and  crecda, 
All  terrors,  all  ciesireB,  all  hopes,  all  fears, 
Behind  hU  iaughler,  and  hehirid  all  tears," 
The  Arabian  S£ud,  "this  shapeless  Spectre  waits. 
Aod  no  man  knowcch  what  it  meditates." 

Frowning,  he  turned,  and  feshioned  aa  before. 
With  Bnakj  wand,  upon  the  porphyry  Hoor 
Strange  figures,  cube,  and  pentagiam,  and  sphere. 
The  Emperor  mused ;  then  murmured  in  the  ear' 
Of  Muzuler  some  word  whereto  replied 
That  minister  ;  "  Let  your  Majesty  decide. 
Yet  I  have  heard  what  Emperors  decree 
Heaven  doth  approve;  whereby  it  seems  to  me 
Thia  maxim  may  be  broadly  understood, 
That  for  the  good  o'  the  state  all  means  are  gooi}." 

Thereat  the  Emperor  rose  ;  and  from  his  face 
Suddenly  all  its  BinQing  ceased,  — gave  place 
Forthwith  to  hate  too  deadly  for  disguise  ; 
As  when  through  sultry,  seeming-cmjtty  skies 
Suddenly  rushes,  wrapt  in  glare  and  gloom, 
The  blood-red  darkness  of  the  strong  simoom. 
With  lips  that  labored  'nealh  the  weight  and  strrain 
Of  wrath,  he  cried  : 

"You  — Sirof  AquitRina, 
Yon  —  Sir  of  Traun  —  whose  title  we  ignore, 
Whose  master  styles  himself  an  Emperor, 
And  is  ....  a  puny  Suahian  Duke  !      You  —  all. 
Of  Venice  —  whose  nobility  we  call, 
Like  ite  new  banner  and  filched  patron  both. 
Of  doubtful  origin,  and  upstart  growth! 
This  is  our  answer  to  your  host,  and  you :  — 
Come  ye  as  ptaceful  pilgrims,  to  pursue 
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A  pious  journey  to  Jerusalem  * 

Tlien,  nor  jour  conrao  we  cheek,  nor  zea!  condemn ; 

Then,  mavket  free,  and  passage  fair,  expect; 

Our  ^vealth.  ahail  aid  yon,  and  our  power  protect.  ' 

Bnl  come  je  here,  in  hostile  arms  arrayed. 

The  sanctuary  of  Empire  to  invade  ? 

Then,  —  mark  me  !  as  I  live  ....  as  I  that  speak 

Am  Bmpuror  both  of  Boman  and  of  Greek, 

(Marie  me  1)  I  swear,  —  and  swear  it  by  the  line 

Of  godlike  Cieaars  all  since  ConBtantinc,  — 

Your  myriads,  were  they  ten  times  what  they  be. 

Our  scorn  shail  sweep  &om  land,  and  sweep  from 

As  easily  as  yon  light  fan  could  sweep 
A  Bwarm  of  inidges  from  the  unvext  sleep 
Of  our  dark-eyelashed  leman.     And,  in  pledge 
Of  power  to  smite,  —  not  less  than  we  allege. 
Our  answer  prompt  lo  your  barbarian  crew 
Shall  be  your  heads  ....  the  head  of  each  of  you  1 
Yours  —  Sir  of  Aquitaiae !  yours  —  Sir  of  Traun  ! 
Fresh  trophies  for  each  gate  of  yonder  town  1 
And  yours —  Venetian  1  ....  yours  1  and  yours  I 

and  yours  1 
Ko,  in  the  gallery,  there  1    Bar  all  the  doors. 
N.o  foot  budge  hence  till  we  be  satisfied  I  " 

'■'  Disloyal  lord  I  .  .  .  .  Enough  I  "   Lorenzo  cried. 
"I'or  us,  —  our  response  shall,  in  thunder-falls. 
Be  heard  anon  round  yonder  doomed  walls. 
And  rained  in  blood —  less  innocent  than  ours. 
Ay,  and  less  purel  —  round  yonder 


lor.;:,.  Google 


igS     CHRONICLES  AXD    CHARACTERS. 

Sullies  the  wealth  that  Ituys  obedience  base 
To  TreasoD  trembling  on  a  throne,  ~  disgrace 
"Would  be  grace  wasted.     But  hark  ....  ye,  his 

slaves! 
WTio  falls  oc  us  must  fail  on  iron  starea. 
'Ware,  tlie  first  traitor  hero,  that  lifts  his  hand  ! 
Christ  and  his  eauBe  about  this  banner  stand. 
For  every  hair  upon  our  heads,  a  host 
In  arms,  for  Justice  wronged,  sliall  claim  the  cost, 
'Ware,  the  first  slave  that  stands  across  our  path 
To  yonder  door  I     This  winged  lion  hath 
(ror  God,  the  giver  of  all  strength  to  men. 
Shall  smite  the  smiter  now,  who  smote  him  then) 
The  self-same  strength  between  the  wings  of  him 
That  once,  between  the  winged  Cherubim, 
In  Ashdod  smolfl  usurping  fiagon  down. 
And  shattered  in  the  dust  his  idol  crown, 
Before  the  captived  but  triumphant  Ark. 
How  —  God  defend  the  Right,  and  good  St.  Marti" 

Forthwith  outfuried,  in  resonant  circle  shone 
Round  Ibosc  eight  knights  the  rustling  gon&lon. 
And,  through  a  hundred  hands  with  hired  swords 
To  murder  purchased,  marched   the   Red   Crosis 

Majestic,  unmolested,  down  the  hall, 

Strode  through  the  startled  Guards  Imperial, 

And  from  the  treacherous  threshold  psssed  in  scorn. 

Alexius,  with  white  lips,  and  garment  torn, 

Screamed, "  Cowards  1  slaves  !  Is  Csesar  disobeyed  ? 

Traitors  1  a  hundred  hjzants  for  each  head 

Of  those  eight  churls  I     Up,  bloodhounds  !  or  the 

Shall  mend  the  mongrel  valor  that  lets  9iip 
An  Emperor's  quarry  !  " 
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But  the  Eiglit  meanwhile, 
Spnvriog  full  speed,  had  passed  the  embattled  pile 
Of  the  great  gate.  Foiled,  as  they  focivard  sprang, 
Down  in  the  gap  the  shrill  portcallia  rang. 
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THEEEAFfEB,  met  for  roischief  and  debate 

Morose,  within  a  certain  intricate 

Small  chamber,  planned  for  plotting,  with  sknt 

gloom. 
In  glooms,  beyond  a,  raase  of  banqnet-rooms, 
Huzuf^  snA  hia  liege  lord  up  and  down 
Were  pacing  leopard-like.     Meanwhile,  the  town 
Muttered  outside  the  porphjrj  porches  all 
Like  souls  perturbed  in  Purgatorial 
Abysses  paced  by  lamentable  throngs  ; 
As  to  and  fro  i'  the  streets  with  surly  songs 
Among  his  myrmidons  the  heedsmau  strode. 
Beckoning  in  turn  fVom  each  condemned  abode 
(So  to  appease  the  Emperor's  discontent 
Of  his  own  creatures  for  that  mom's  event) 
Some  terror-stricken  wretch  whose  mangled  limb  — 
Lopped  foot  or  hand  —  must  serve  ere  dark  to  trim 
Arch,  column,  obelisk,  and  cornice,  where 
Already  sallow-visaged  slaves  prepare 
The  midnight  banquet,  o'er  great  gardens  gaj- 
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With  plflcid  statues,  and  the  luminous  play 

Of  perfumed  waters,  leaping  pure  upon 

Lipped  lavers  large  of  black  obsidian, 

Or  alabaster  filled  with  filnvj  light. 

For  'mid  iiis  Court  the  Emperor  sups  to-night 

And  ID  that  chamber  dim  where  these  debate, 

O'er  the  low  bronzen  door  elaborate, 

Some  old  Greek  sculptor  (dead  an  age  ago 

Ere  Pisa  yet  brought  forth  her  wondrons  Two, 

For  Florence'  sako,  and  all  the  world's,  10  im. 

Now  sweetness  to  his  barbarous  Christian  art) 
Had  wrought  in  monstrous  imagery,  bold, 
Uncoath,  and  drear  despite  of  paint  and  gold, 
Christ  tempted  of  the  Devil  upon  the  Mount: 
Varying  the  tale  the  EvBugoHsts  recount 
After  the  manner  of  the  artist's  mind. 
Colossal  forms]  .the  Saviour  of  mankind, 
And  Toftipter,  —  not  alluring  he,  but  grim 
As  the  grim  Middle  Age  imagiued  him; 
Satan ;  that  ancient  hodman  of  the  bouIb 
That  God  forgets ;  in  corners,  deas,  and  holea 
W^here'er  Sin  squats,  taking  what  he  can  And, 
He  rakes  earth's  oifal  ibr  (hat  hod  behind 
His  hateful  back  ;  God's  scavenger  is  ho ; 
Who  here,  with  obscene  gesture,  coarse  and  free, 
Jvlell's  twy-proug  in  his  claw-bunch-flngersclalchBil, 
Picks  from  the  rubbish  at  his  shoulder  hutched. 
And  proffers  to  the  Son  of  Man,  a  crown. 

Now,  while  these  two  were  paciug  up  and  down 
In  moody  talk,  and  Muaiifbr  began 
To  praise  and  pity  much  that  day's  marred  plan, 
.As  being  shrewdly  plotted,  —  rigbreoos,  too. 
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If  righ^ly  looked  at  ....  "  For,  Sir  Emperor, 

Dispnles  the  right  of  Christian  Emperofs 
To  slay  the  inlidel  ambassadors 
.  Of  Moslem  monarths,  that  by  nature  atand 
Outside  the  law  of  every  Christian  land  ? 
Yet  ChrislJans  that,  nnchriatianly,  oppose 
Your  Christian  Majesty,  are,  cartes,  foea 
More  formidable,  therrfore  worse  by  far. 
Than  merely  Ottoman  and  Moslem  are. 
Meanwhile,  they  have  escaped  os.     We  have  fsiled. 
Which  is  a  pity.     Fifty  slaves  impaled 
Will  poorly,  poorly  at  the  best,  replace 
Those  eight  Frank  heads  which  we  had  hoped 

should  grace 
This  evening's  banquet.     For  although  we  preai^Ji 
Thereby  a  wholesome  homily  to  each 
Incipient  traitor,  and  although,  indeed. 
These  cravens  merit  death,  methinks  yon  feed 
On  your  own  limbs   thus,  —  prey  on  your  own 

Devoured  the  more,  the  more  that  you  devour," 
He  speaking  thus,  against  the  bronzen  door 
Alexius  struck  his  fist  fierce-clenched,  and  swoi'e 
An  angry  oath  that  neither  Heaven  nor  Hell 
Should  mar  that  evening's  merriment. 

Then  there  fei; 
With  clink  and  clatler,  by  that  blow  shaked  down, 
Ont  of  the  Devil's  claw  the  Devil's  crown. 
Striking  the  Emperor's  foot. 
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Mused   Muzufer.       "  Hell's   Moaarch'a  clutch  is 

So  sure  but  it  lota  go  wliit  it  hatli  got." 
Alexins,  laughing,  answered  quick,  "Not  so. 
Nor  is  it  the  first  time  1  have  stooped  as  low 
To  g«t,  —  nor,  gotten,  thanked  the  Devil  for 
This  glittering  hoop."    And,  "  Ay,  Sir  Emperor  1 " 
With  mimic  mirth  langhed  Muiufar.     Within 
Hi3  duaky  niche  a  sympathetic  grin 
The  wrinkled  visage  of  the  Father  Fiend 
Emitted,  till  his  coarse  brovra  seemed  thick-veiQed, 
And  dull  oye  seemed  to  wink  with  dismal  glee. 
So  all  together  laughed  that  Wicked  Three, 
While  Day,  to  ceaoh  the  West's  red  innermost. 
With  Inrid  foot  the  ludd  pavemsDt  crosC 

"  Hark  1 


On  those  spiked  staves  1     Sure,  that  'a  a  woman' 

And    hand   there,   with    the   fluttering    fingers 

Phew! 
"We  must  not  sup  to  windward  of  this  stew, 
iOr  you  will  find  the  hippocrtas  smell  strong. 
Bum,  burn  benzoin  I  How  heavily  hums  along 
Toa  boGtIo,  caring  nothing  for  it  all, — 
Fool,  and  it  sets  me  talking  !  " 
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And  whila  he  spake,  Byzantium's  golden  gates 
From  silver  clarione  to  the  setting  aun 
Breached  farewells  mnsical ;  and,  Day  being  done, 
Bight  entered  BVfifc  to  meet  the  Sons  of  Night. 

Not  black  however,  but  in  blaze  of  light 

Gardens.     Galleriee.     Walls  o'erlnid 
With  marvellona,  many-colored  marbles,  made 
By  mnltitodes  of  fragrant  flsmeB,  that  pant 
From  flashing  silver  lampads,  fulgnranc; 
Cornelian,  agate,  jasper,  Istrian  stone 
And  Carian  mixed,  to  shame  the  glories  gone 
From  Roman  streets  since  first  Mamurra  had 
His  own  house-walls  with  milk-whife  marble  clad. 
And  down  deep  lengths  of  glowing  colonnades 
The  dim  lamps  twinkle  soft  through  slumbrous 

shades 
ArouM  rlch-foliaged  frieze,  and  capitals 
Of  columns  opening  into  halls,  and  halls 
Warm  with  sweet  air,  and  wondrous  color  rolled 
From  rare  mosaics,  —azure  dasht  with  gold; 
'Neadi  domes  of  purple  populous  with  star 
On  star  of  silver,  coved  o'er  circular 
Verm icul ale d  pavements  interlaid 
With  wreatha  of  flowers  and  intricatest  braid 
Of  delic*ie  device,  about  the  base 
Of  granite  basins  broad,  which  all  the  race 
Of  sea-gods  and  sea-horses  linger  round, 
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In  love  forever  with  the  long  cool  Bound 
Of  liioent  waters  that  low-laughing  fall 
And  fall  from  pedestal  to  pedcxtal 
Among  those  curling  nymphs  and  tritons  bold 
That  bridle  restive  dolphins  reined  with  gold. 
Beyond,  'twist  pillared  range  and  atntued  plinth, 
The  lustrons  maze  of  marble  labyrinth 
Unfolds ;  and,  disentangling  from  itself 
Jts  luminous  spaces,  spreads  into  a  shelf 
Of  shining  floorage  carpeted  with  deep 
Thick-tufted  crimsons,  soft  as  summer  sleep 
Under  the  footsteps  of  delicious  dreams. 
O'er  which,  through  dark  arcades,  steal  airy  gleams 
And  snmptnouB  odors,  and  mellifluous  waves 
Of  music  that  with  swimming  languor  laves 
Dim  gardens  green  and  deep,  and  flowery  plots 
Where  minstrels  stiike  their  golden  angolofs, 
And  sing,  —  now,  Casar'a  splendor,  Ctesar's  state. 
That  doth  Olympian  glories  emnlate,  — 
And  now,  lascivious  songs,  the  wanton  loves 
Of  Mars  and  Venus,  —  ^11  the  lemon  groves 
A  re  loud  with  lyric  raptnre. 

Piled  and  bnilt 
On.  glowing  tables,  garlanded  and  gilt. 
Of  Mauritanian  tree,  the  Banquet  shines, — 
Br  ight-heaming  vessels  brimmed  with  costly  wines, 
A'nd  savorous  ftuits  on  golden  salvers  heaped, 
J^.nd  smoking  meals  in  misty  spices  steeped, — 
All  round  the  terraced  porch.     In  plenitude 
Of  power,  herOj  midmost  of  his  multitude 
Of  (Jreek  Patricians  robed  in  purple  pomp 
■  Alexius  sits.     Meanwhile  the  bronzen  cromp, 
^  Blown  from  dim-gaping  galleries  far  behind, 
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Strives,  with  the  clang  of  sudden  cymbals  joined, 
To  crush  all  feebler  sound  out  of  each  dull 
Low  wiul,  or  intense  shriek,  that  in  Ihe  lull 
Of  that  loud  innsic  ever  and  anon 
Some  wind,  from  outer  darkness  ponred  upoa 
The  palace  thresholds,  pulsing  passionate, 
ContriTes  to  filter  through  tho  golden  grate. 

Along  a  brilliant  frieze  of  burnished  wall 

That  beams  behind  the  throne  Imperial, 

In  ranged  groups  embossed  and  painted,  blaze 

Byzantine  sculptures  that  perpetuate  praise 

Of  Trajaa's  Justice,  and  the  S^es  Seven 

Of  Antique  Greece  :  between  whose  tablets  driven 

Great  cedarn  beams,  that  prop  the  deep  pariliom, 

Drop  cataracts  down  of  silken  streams  vermilioo. 

Beneath,  in  bronze,  Alcides  with  his  club. 

And  that  she-wolf  that  had  for  sucking  cnb 

Rome's  founder.     But  before  the  Emperor  gleam 

High  ai^ent  censers,  whence  thick  odors  stream 

From  left  to  right  in  vast  volnptnous  clonds 

Of  incense  that  with  floating  mist  enshrouds 

His  glory  like  a  God's.     And  by  hie  side, 

At  his  left  bfind,  dark-haired,  delicious-ejed 

Egyptian  Jezraill  leans.     Around  her  twine 

The  curling  odors,  and  the  fragrant  wine 

Is  lucent  on  her  humid  lip  :  and  he. 

Beneath  the  loaded  board,  with  amorous  knee 

Frets  her  lascivious  tunic's  lightspun  folds. 

And  in  hot  palm  her  languid  finger  holds. 

Anon,  with  heated  eyes,  turning  from  her 

{All  glitter  and  all  glare)  to  Muiufer 

(All  gravity,  all  gloom)  that  sits  meanwhile 

On  his  lord's  right,  —  iorgettit^  even  to  smile, 
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So  mncli  Ms  mind  is  busy  at  the  tss\i 
Of  plotting  how  to  slip  from  liife's  m^n  masb 
Silently,  unperceived,  by  some  eide-way 
Into  safe  darlinesB,  ore  God's  Judgment  lay 
Pride's  revel  all  in  ruins  ....  for  lie  read 
Strange  writing  on  tlie  walls,  —  Alexius  said  : 
"  What  wise  and  weighty  matrer  is  astir 
Behind  those  Itnitted  brows  f " 

Then  Muzufer, 
Like  one  snrprised  without  his  armor  OQ, 
Caught  up  hia  smile  in  haste,  and  answered  ;  "None, 
Great  Master,  weigh  more  anxiously  thin  I 
The  mighty  intereals  of  your  Majesty  ; 
Whose  greatness  needs  must  ofl  oppress  the  bnun, 
.Compelled  its  utmost  faculty  to  strda 
I  n  contemplating  the  august  extent 
Of  power  that  doth,  as  dofh  heaven's  firmament. 
Invest  the  world  with  glory.     Who  oppose 
Your  Majesty,  oppose  mankind,  which  owes 
From  realms  unnumbered  homage  to  your  role. 
Who  doubts  this  is  a  miscreant  and  a  fool : 
Whoe'er  your  Majesty's  most  sacred,  high, 
A.nd  solemn  rights  dare  question  or  deny 
Is;  a  vile  traitor  and  an  arrant  knave : 
B  ut  they  that  now  in  arms  presume  to  brave 
Your  power  supreme  are  sinners  more  accurst 
X'han  any,  save  (if  such  there  be)  that  worst 
-Of  wicked  men  that,  being  Grecian  bom. 
This  barbarous  rabble  doth  not  loathe  and  acorn 
More  than  Turk,  Jew,  or  Saracenic  scum 
Of  nameless  nations  scorned  by  Christendom. 
If  such  there  be,  were  he  my  father's  son. 
Myself  would  hold,  to  hang  that  eaitilf  on, 
Ko  gibbet  high  enough.     My  tlioughls  are  these," 


lor.;:,.  Google 


308     CIIRO^'ICLEB  AND    CHARACTERS. 

"  Paal's  bcJy  1 "  qnoth  Alexius,  "  well  they  please 
Onr  passing  humor.     Wlioreforo  we  assign     . 
Hereby,  from  this  time  forth  la  thee  and  thine 
In  title  prindpal,  and  lordship  free. 
Our  palace  of  Chalcedou  by  the  sea," 

And  while  he  spake  thus,  echoed  by  the  shout, 
"  Long  live  Alexins  !  "  from  the  gates  without 
Hoarse  hubbub  screamed,  and  up  the  revelling  hell. 
Bearing  the  baonered  bird  imperial, 
A  legionary  captain,  pale  with  fear. 
Made  way  towards  the  throne. 

To  whom,  "  WTiat  cheer  ^  " 
"With  husky   wine-quenched   voice   the    Emperor 

And  to  the  Emperor,  rueful,  he  replied  : 
"111  cheer,  Sir  Emperorl     The  Latin  Host 
Hath  fallen  upon  Chalcedon.     We  have  lost 
Many  brave  men,  and  one  fair  palace  yon." 
"Pishl"  cried  the  Emperor.     "The  Franks  are 

few. 
What's  lost  to-night  may  be  to-morrow  won, 
Palaces  be  there  many  a  &irer  one 
For  us  to  feast  in,  you  to  light  for,  still. 


So  feasted  they.  No  bird  of  ill 
With  boding  note  around  the  roofiree  croaked, 
Kor  bearded  star  the  masoned  turrets  stroked, 
Hor  howled  the  hoarse  wolf  near  the  revelling  towi 
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Only,  that  night  a  marvellous  thing  wns  shown 
To  Theocriw  the  Monk,  when  he  in  prayer, 
After  long  feat  went  forth  to  breathe  the  a\t 
What  time  tlie  air  was  stiUeat.     For  to  him 
Appeared  in  heaven,  sboye  the  citj  dim. 
The  helnietefl  Arch-Angel  of  high  God, 
That  in  his  right  hand  held  a  measuring-rod. 
Stretched  over  all  the  East.     To  whom  God  gave 
Command  lo  measure  out  a  mighty  grave 
Wherein  to  bury  and  hide  from  human  eye 
The  body  of  a,  world  about  lo  die. 
This  thing  in  vision  at  the  mid  of  night, 
'Twist  heaven  and  earth,  was  shown  to  Theocrite. 
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"  Te  lads  Dttte  Urmittum  "  ....  and  lo, 
One  half  of  benTen  ia  wrapt  in  rosj  glow ! 
•<  Rerum  creator  poseimas  "  ....  the  hymn 
Sweet-heaving  swells  o'er  solemn  idr  and  dim: 
Sunset.     A  few  lai^e  atjirs.     The  sea-wind  vents 
Among  the  narrow-streeted  silken  tents, 
From  Chalcedoniaii  palace  chambers  calm, 
The  lofty,  pure,  sonorous  Latin  psalm 
Forth-poured  by  swordcd  priests  athwart  the  tran  jp 
And  hoarse  buzz  humming  deep  From  camp     to 

Of  those  six  battles,  ranged  and  bannered  all 
Under  the  Counts  of  Flanders,  of  St.  Paul, 
Of  Montmorenoy,  of  Blois,  and  Montfen'at 
-Who,  with  his  Lombards,  holds  the  rear,  streiched 
flat 
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And  all  athwart  thia  rustling  region  far, 
Buzzed  over  by  the  sounding  wings  of  Wax 
(That  frets  and  flutters,  bound  in  brazen  chain, 
And  breasts  his  iron  cage),  from  braia  \a  brain 
One  passionate  purpose  seethes. 

For  now  those  eight 
Ambassadors,  returned,  with  wrath  relate 
Jn  clamorous  conclave  their  scorned  embassage  : 
'Wboae  high  compeers  consult  how  best  to  wage 
jNow-!mminent  conflict  with  self  confident  Crime, 
And  wield  the  weighty  instrument  of  Time, 
lieadj  to  smitB. 

80.  after  lowly  prayer, 
15ach  Knight  npon  his  naked  sword  doth  swear 
A.  solemn  oath  to  see  dread  justice  done, 
Aiad  rouse  the  slnmbering  war  at  rise  of  sun. 
Tlierefore,  all  night,  the  hamming  tents  about, 
Sy  twos  and  threes  conversing,  in  and  oat, 
'"TwiKf  mighty  mangonel,  and  wheeled  tower 
AiTOcd  with  spring-shonldered  arbalists  of  power, 
1'he  great  chiefe  stride  indignant 


At  sunrise 
Tihe  six-limes-folded  Battle,  serpent-wise. 
Slid  past  Blachemie,  and  with  steely  foldf 
At  sunset  wrapt  gray  Boamond's  castle  bold. 
There,  by  long  laboring  in  the  dark,  was  made 
All  round  the  campa  deep  trench  and  palisade  ; 
'Gainst  which  the  war  for  many  a  night  and  day 
Flared,  rocked,  and  roared. 
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I'oll  hard  it  were  to  say 
What  mnltitndes  of  mighty  deeds  wero  done. 
Since  first  Lascaris  by  tha  Bourgignon 
Was  captived,  till  the  Danish  cnnlc-axe 
Dropped  on  the  walls,  before  those  fierce  Httacka 
Which,  all  unarmed,  Eiistache  Le  Marchis  led, 
Onlj  an  iron  cap  upon  his  head. 


Meanwhile,  at  sea,  the  while  Fleet,  following, 
Hovei'ed  hard  by;  and  ci'ept  with  cautious  wing 
Under  the  wave-girt  city ;  planting  there 
A  fbriniiJable  groTe. 

Not  anywhere 
Through  seas  and  sties  wei'e  ever  sailed  or  rowed 
Ships  huge  as  these.     The  Paradiso  proud. 
Like  a  broad  mountain,  monarch  of  the  mom. 
By  the  mad  clutch  of  tumbling  Titans  torn 
Down  from  the  windy  ruins  of  the  sky, 
With  Jove's  chained  thunders  throbbing  silently 
In  his  strong  pines,  adown  the  displaced  deep 
Shoulders  the  Pelegrino,  —  half  asleep, 
With  wavy  fins  each  side  a  scarlet  breast 
Slanted.     Hard  by,  more  hnge  than  all  the  rest,  — 
Air's  hishest,  water's  deepest,  denizen, 
A  citadel  of  ocean,  thronged  with  men 
That  tramp  in  silk  and  steel  round  battlements 
Of  windy  wooden  streets,  'mid  terraced  tents 
And  turrets,  under  shoals  of  sails  unfurled.  — 
That  vaunting  monster,  Veniceealls  "The  World." 
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And  now  ia  passed  each  purple  promontory 
Of  Sestos  and  Abydos,  famed  in  story, 
And  now  all  round  tho  deep  bine  bay  oprisa 
Into  the  deep  I'lue  air,  o'er  galleries 
Oi'mai-blo,  marble  galleries;  and  lids 
O'er  lids  of  ahining  screela  ;  dusk  pjmmidB 
O'er  pyramids  ;  and  temple  walls  o'er  walls 
Of  glowing  gardens,  whence  white  sunlight  falla 
From  sleepy  palm  to  palm  ;  and  palace  tops 
O'erlopped  by  palaces.     Nanght  ever  stops 
The  struggling  Glory,  from  the  time  he  leaves 
His  myrde-muffied  base,  and  higher  heaves 
His  mountain  march  from  golden-grated  bower 
To  bconzen-gated  wall,  --  and  on,  from  tower 
To  tower,  —  undl  at  last  delidously 
All  melts  in  azure  summer  and  swaet  sky. 
Then,  after  anthem  sung,  sonorous  oil 
a'he  bronzen  trumpels  to  the  trumpets  call ; 
Sounding  across  the  sea  from  bark  to  bark, 
Where  floats  the  winged  Lion  of  St.  Mark, 
Tlia  mighty  signal  for  assault. 

A  shout 
SI  lakes  heaven.     And  swift  from  underneath  up- 

T.'hick  showers  of  hissing  arrows  that  down-rain 
T^.leir  rattling  drops  upon  tho  walls,  and  slain 
T.he    blood-streaked    bay.      The    floating    forest 


Clatter  and  shriek  hcneath  the  driven  darts. 
And  on  the  shores,  and  at  the  gates,  upstarts. 
One  after  one,  each  misshaped  monster  fell 
Of  creaking  ram,  and  cumbrous  mangonel, 
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Great  sttniea,  down-jmnping,  chop,  and  split,  and 

crush 
The   rocking   towers;    wberefrom   1 


Tlie  morning  star  of  battle,  marshalling  all 

That  movement  massive  and  majes^cal, 

Gay  tlirough  the  tnniult  which  it  guides  doth  go 

The  grand  gray  head  of  gallant  Dandalo. 

With  what  a  full  heart  following  that  fine  head,  — 

Thine,  noble  Venice,  bj  thy  noblest  led! 

In  his  blithe-dancing  turret  o'er  the  sea. 

Glad  as  the  gray  sea-efgle,  hovers  he 

Through  sails  in  /  Dcb(  and  masts  In  avenues. 

Elsewhere,  the  Inland  hattle,  broken,  strews 
With  flying  horse  thi  hollows  ;  while  bnc  ill 
The  heavy-harnessed   Frankish  Knighthood  still 
Strains,  staggering  as  each  Flanders  stallion  &11b. 
In  the  rear  region,  "oimd  the  dtj  walls. 
Against  those  silken  lurms  and  squadrons  light. 
That  follow  and  fly,  avatter  and  reunite. 
Tormenting  their  full  l>~itked  too-cumbrous  foe; 
Like  swarms  of  goldwi  bees  that  come  and  go 
About  tlie  bear  whoso  pnit  is  on  their  hire 
Patient  and  pertinacious  'ipugh  they  drive 
Their  stings  into  his  eyes,  sett'e  and  swarm. 
Disperse  and  close  agaia.  10  do  'lim  harm, 
Unharmed.     For  there  in  :<plend(>[  eminent 
Is  pitched  the  parple-topt-trnperiaT  tent, 
And  domes  of  crimson  glow  i'  the  azure  sky. 
Girt  by  Bjianlium's  g'lrgeoua  chivi.li'y. 
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Far 
And  near  the  strong  siege  tugs  by  bob  and  land 
The  storm-struck  city,  —  hugged  on  either  hand 
By  heavy  ruin,  —  till  from  mast  to  wall, 
ilTrotn  sea  to  shore,  the  high  drawbridges  fall. 
And  in  mid-air  the  armed  men  march,  and  drop 
On  baUlemented  roof  and  turret  top. 
The  deadly  Greet  fire  dips,  and  drips,  and  crawls, 
And  twists,  and  runs  about  the  ruining  walls, 
And  all  19  hlaze  and  blackness,  glare  and  gloom. 
Pietro  Alberd,  the  Venetian,  whom 
His  swotd  lights,  shining  naked  'twixt  his  teeth 
SJiarp-giippad,  through  rushing  arrows,  wrapt  with 

death, 
lieaps  from  his  ship  into  the  waves ;  now  stands 
On  the  soaked  shore ;  now  climbs  with  bleeding 

hands 
A.ai  knees  the  wall ;  now  left,  now  right,  swift, 

bright, 
Wild  weapons  round  him  whirl  and   sing:  now 

right, 
Now  left,  ho  smites,  fighta,  shakes,  hrealts,  all  things 

irhe  Staodard  of  St.  Mark  is  on  the  town  I 

Andr^  d'  Herboise,  the  gallant  gay  French  knight, 
Fast  following  him,  ha.th  gained  the  other  height. 
Prompt  as  a,  plunging  meteor,  that  strikes  stridght 
And  instantaneous  through  the  intricate 
Thick-crowded  stars  its  keen  aim,  flitting  through 
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The  choked  breach,  ilashes  danntleES  Dondalo. 
In  msh  the  rost.     In  clattering  cataract 
The  inyacling  host  rolls  down.     Disrupt,  distract. 
The  invailed  break  and  fly.     The  great  church 

bells 
Toil  inadlj,  and  the  battering  mangonels 
Bellow.     The  priests  in  long  procession  plant 
TtiB  erosa  before  tbem,  paFtsing  suppliant 
To  meet  the  marching  conquest.    With  fierce  cries 
Against  the  throne  the  rabble  people  rise. 
And  slaves  cast  off  their  fetters,  and  set  free 
Their  hidden  hates.     For  aye  the  craven  knee 
That  meokest  crooks,  adoring  present  power. 
Before  the  little  idol  of  the  hoar, 
la  cousin  to  the  craven  hand  that  smites 
Most  fiercely  down  the  imago  It  delights 
To  insult  and  Ehamc  when  greater  gods  wax  wrotf;. 


Now,  therefore,  when  Alexins  saw  that  both 
The  creatures  and  destroyers  of  his  power 
Were  on  him,  to  his  sonl  he  said  :  "  The  Hour 
Is  mine  no  more.     Soul,  wo  have  lived  our  day. " 
Then,  waiting  for  the  night,  ho  fled  away 
Into  the  night.     Hight  took  him  by  the  hand 
And  led  him  silently  mto  the  land 
Of  darkness.     Darknosa  o'er  his  forehead  ca,st 
Hor  mighty  mantle,  murmuring,  "  Mine,  at  last  1 " 
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Fatigued  with  slfiughter,  on  the  murble  ground 
Blood-ljHthed  an  empty  purple  garment  found. 
.And  then,  for  the  first  time,  immersed  in  thought. 
The  Latin  soldier  muttered,  "  I  have  fought 
Against  an  Emperor  1  " 

Jewels  in  her  head 
And  serpenta  in  her  hand,  —  smiling,  and  dead, 
And  beautiful  iu  dealJi,  —  each  glorious  globe 
(Loosed  from  the  glittering  mun-ey  satin  robe) 
Of  her  upturned  defiant  bosom,  hare, 
iSare  for  the  few  locks  of  delicious  hair 
That  swept  them  —  ssTed  by  scornful  death  from 

Only  the  beauty  left  of  her  —  at  morQ 
They  found  the  Egyptian  Jezraal. 

So  fades 
Star  after  star  along  the  cypress  gladea, 
Face  afler  face  from  the  roae-bowers  ;  bo  song 
-After  song  dies  the  lonesome  lawns  along. 
Each  to  his  time!    The  revel  and  the  rout. 
Lamp  after  lamp,  mask  after  mask,  go  out ; 
Stjili  for  new  singers  the  old  songa  to  sing 
In  the  same  place  to  the  same  lute-playing  : 
S  till  for  new  dancers,  to  new  tunes  the  same 
Dance  dancing  ever,  to  take  up  the  game 

Another  time  begins, 
fjew  passions,  and  new  pleasures,  and  new  sini, 
'iforever  the  old  failure  in  new  forma ; 

To  fashion  a  metropolis  for  worms, 

And  write  in  dust  mail's  moral  t 
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How  fares  the  email  eunshiny  insect  thing 
That  feeds  on  death  and  in  the  beam  dotli  sing', 
When  quenched  the  beam,  and  stopped  the  mo- 

mane's  play  i 
Nature  both  brmgs  to  birth  and  sweeps  away 
Myriads  of  minims  sueli ;  whose  souls  minote 
For  loss  or  gain  doth  IleaTen  or  Hell  compute  ? 
Please  they,  or  tease  they,  hon-  shaU  Fate  devise 
Fit  retribution  for  dead  butterflies  1 

Then,  Power  being  changed,  the  changeful  peopSe 

And  from  the  noisome  pit  where  he  was  pent 
Drew  forth  blind  Isaac. 

Seven  black  years  of  niglt 
Qung  to  him,  and  kept  him  cold  in  the  Eun's  ligUt 
For  he  had  grown  to  hold  familiar  talk 
With  newts  and  creeping  things,  —  Jong  wont -Xo 

Abont  him  in  the  silent  dark  down  there. 

Which  he  would  miss  henceforth.     He  was  awtire 

Of  little  else.     And  it  was  hard  to  him 

To  understand  (bo  yery  faint  and  dim 

To  his  dull  memory  were  tlie  former  times) 

Why  the  great  world,  intent  upon  its  crimes 

And  pleasures,  was  at  pains  to  take  him  back, 

Unto  itself,  from  that  oblivion  black. 

Whore  he,  the  loveless  man  of  long  ago. 

Had  learned  to  love,  what  men  abhor,  —  the  aloi.V, 

Soflfboted  dwellers  of  the  dark.     He  had 

So  lost  the  habitude  of  being  glad. 

And  all  the  strength  of  it,  that,  thongh  thrice  o'er 

New  friends  explained  to  him  his  joy,  no  more 

Than  one  born  deaf  and  dumb  he  seemed  to  find 
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A  meaning  to  the  matter  in  liis  mind. 
So,  passively,  lie  yielded  to  tlie  crowd 
That  robed  him,  crowned   him,  and  proclaimed 

Him  only  the  true  CiESar. 


Proud  to  up-prop  all  Power,  those  lions  four, 

Subservient,  their  broad  blaaiiig  backs  upon 

The  bright  floor  crouch,  beneath  the  throne  whereon 

Blind  Isaac  sits;  with  fumbling  hand,  in  dull 

Delaying  doubt,  to  afiiK  the  golden  bull 

And  great  sign  manual,  by  ihe  Barons  claimed. 

To  that  high  treaty  with  Alexius  framed 

In  Zara. 

Which  to  place  in  those  weak  hands, 
Rlind  Dandalo  before  blind  Isaac  stands, 
'^rwo  gray  old  men,  and  sightless  each.     The  one 
!jits  robi^  in  royal  state  on  sumptuous  throne, 
Jlistinauisht  by  the  imperia]  diadem 
A  nd  purple  mantle  praad  with  many  a  gem  ; 
And  sees  thera  not:  but,  in  himself,  doth  gaze 
Cin  darkness,  gloomy  death,  and  guilty  days. 
'The  other,  by  long  noble  labors  noarred, 
With  augnst  brows  by  battle  thunder  scarred. 
Stands, —  marked  to  sight  by  honorable  soils 
Of  his  yet  recent  self-regardless  toils  ; 
And  sees  them  not ;  but,  in  himself,  doth  sea 
The  bright  beginnings  of  great  days  to  be. 
And  gloiy  neter  dying. 
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After  this, 
III  the  Cathedral  {as  old  custom  is) 
On  battle  Ehield,  in  puvple  buskins,  borne. 
And  vermeil  robe,  by  new  made  C(Bsai-s  worn, 
Tbe  young  Alexius,  in  full  pomp  and  state 
Of  sovran  power,  Eupreme  beueath  the  great 
Imperial  ensign's  eagle  wings  unfurled, 
Beceives  higb  homage  of  oae  half  s.  world. 

Which  things  accompliaht;   and  a  month  or  more 
Of  pageant  and  carousal  being  o'er 
(Whose  swiftly  sliding  and  ^of^fool«d  hours 
Slipped  unsuspected  hj,  'mid  myrtle  bowers. 
From  porphyry  palaces),  the  Ked  Gross  lords, 
Yaiviiing,  with  listless  looks  down  their  long  swords , 
Am  banquet  after  banquet  palled  on  thum, 
Cry.  .  .  .  "NowforJoppa  and  Jerusalem  !" 

The  new-made  Emperor  still  their  presence  prays 
And  added  aid,  with  promised  guerdon  :  sajs 
Need  yet  remains  to  heal  hy  wholesome  arts 
The  much-hurt  empire,  — all  the  popular  parts 
Bind  up  in  single,  and  compact  the  stat«; 
Which  tasks  more  time ;  hints  vaguely  hiEdranee 

Claims  to  appease,  and  scruples  nice  to  weigh ; 
Funds  hard  to  find  ;  grave  causes  for  delay  ; 
With  promise  fair  of  farther  profit  still, 
Thereby  implied, 

"  The  Treaty,  signed,  fulfil 
rirst,  Emperor  of  the  East,"  said  Dandalo. 
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Alas,  tliat  in  this  world  't  is  ever  eo  1 

For  men  migJit  be  as  gods,  if  it  were  not 

That  greed  of  power  gosa  mad  from  power  gijt. 

Who  stands  upon  the  pinnacle,  es  'twere, 

Of  Greatness,  —  seeing,  hearing,  everywhere 

About  himself  the  dazzling  orb  spin  round. 

Turns  dizzy  at  the  sight  and  at  the  sound. 

And  tumbles  from  the  top  lo  the  abyss. 

Of  all  high  places  this  the  danger  is ;  — 

That  those  who  stand  there  needs  must  gaze  be- 

Till  they  wax  desp'erate;  being  wooed  »  death 
By  depth ;  from  whose  blaefc  clutch  some  point  of 

Above  them  seen,  if  such  there  were,  —  some  height 
Higher  than  theirs,  —  whereon  to  fix  their  eyes. 
Might  haply  save  them.     But  this  Heaven  denies. 
And,  seeing  that,  of  Emperor  and  Kings, 
T'lie  Scribe  of  Judgment  (wbo  plucks  out  liia  wings 
To  write  thdr  histories  o'er  and  o'er  again, 
Letiving  meanwhile  the  lives  of  meaner  men 
To  kind  oblivion)  doth  record  to  us 
Srj  many  monsters,  so  few  virtuous, 
VIThat  wonder  if  some  weary  souls  suppose 
That  'tis  perchance  the  thing  itsdf{vi\ta  knows  1) 
Time  cannot  cure ;  the  nature  of  the  (Auij, 
Not  of  tbe  num.-  tbe  kingship,  not  the  king? 
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Kenewed  :  axA  pallered  both  with  his  allies 
And  with  his  people ;  teasing  eaeii  willi  lies. 
And  fronting  bothways  with  a  double  face. 
Thus,  since,  with  reason  shrewd,  the  populace 
Looked  coldly,  and  askance,  ou  power  restored 
By  foreign  arms,  the  frightened  Prince  ignored 
Those  {brei)i;n  friends  to  whom  he  owed  his  throne: 
Carped  at  their  claims,  and  did  his  oath  disown. 
For  heedless  Hope  in  misery  oft  is  fain 
To  mortgage  more  of  graljnido  for  gain 
Than,  in  possession,  frugal  Memory  yields 
Her  clamorous  daimant,  from  full  harvest  fields. 
But  since,  withal,  he  feared  the  people  loo. 
He  plotted  stai,  and  still  deau^d  (untrue 
To  all  alike),  by  foreign  arms  kept  still, 
Still,  loo,  to  keep  in  check  the  people's  will. 
Till  foes,  thus  finding  friends  in  friends  turned  fot^. 
Said,  "  Power  is  powerless." 


Then  one  night  uprose 
Myrtillus,  the  ooe-eyebrowed,  in  the  dai'k 
(Marked  out  for  mischief  by  the  Deiil's  mark 
Across  hie  squinting,  donble-tninded  eyes), 
And  soiled  on  the  Boy-Emperor,  by  surprise 
And  treason  foul,  in  unsuspecting  skep  ; 
Whom,  having  plunged  him  down  a  dungeon  deep,. 
Six  times  with  hcll-brcwed  hehanou  he  U'ied 
To  poison.     But  the  Prince,  hecanae  he  died 
That  way  too  slowly,  beitig  young  and  liard 
(If  lifo,  'tis  said,  was  strangled  aflmrward. 
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No  need  to  strangle  Isaac.     Soon  as  told 
Of  what  was  done,  he  did  his  mantle  fold 
Across  his  brows,  and  said,  "  This  was  to  be 
Bocanse  of  my  great  aina  that  follow  me." 
And  that  same  iiighc  he  died. 

The  morrow  n 
On  battle  shield,  in  purple  huakias,  borne, 
Mj'riillna  men  crownud  Emperor. 


Said  then  .  .  .  .  "  The  time  is  come,  which  long 

ago 
I  saw  in  Zara.     Who  eschew  the  good 
Maat  chooae  the  evil.     Drank   with   brawl  and 

jfhis  Empire  reels  upon  her  downward  road  ; 
C-orrnpt  at  home,  contemptible  abroad. 
D'Ejvilisb,  she  would  be  godlike  without  God: 
Gtidleas,  would  rule,  who  needs,  heraolf,  the  rod  : 
Ai.id  deems,  not  being  good,  she  can  be  great ;  — 
Gre:at,  without  one  great  man,  i'  the  face  of  Tate  I 
The;  singnlac  tyrant  breeds  the  general  slave, 

T'he  time  is  dow,  and  ours  the  hands,  O  friends, 
?i'o  sweep  this  rabhish  hence,  and  make  ainenda 
To  earth,  too  long  encumbered  with  the  same.  — 
To  arms,  for  all  men's  sake,  and  in  God's  name  I" 
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Because  tliose  Powers  that  make,  and  break,  a 

And  cast  away  —  Spirits  that  in  the  deep 
And  toilfiil  Btitby  of  that  underground 
Gray  miner,  Nature,  with  unheeded  aonnd 
Monotonously  bammer,  heave,  and  beat, 
And  bend  with  blow  on  blow,  and  heat  on  heat, 
The  pliant  world  to  eveiy  shape  it  wears, 
Upon  the  stubborn  aDvlls  of  the  years  — 
Said  to  each  other,  "  Break  we  up  tliis  Past  1 ' 
And  suddenly  one  haJf  a  world  was  east 
Into  the  furnace,  to  be  fbrged  anew. 


t  wita 
sound 
Of  shriek  and  wall  the  ransacked  region  round. 
So  that  men  beard  not,  in  the  Hippodrome, 
Those  Four  Bronze  Horses,  that  had  come  from 

In  conference,  talking  each  to  eiach. 

One  said 
"  Our  purple-mantled  masttr.  Power,  is  fled. 
And  how  shall  We  Four  fere  ?     Let  us  away 
Through  the  thick  night  1     Tor  ever  since  the  day 
We  followed  that  great  Western  Ciesar  homo 
To  grace  the  glories  of  Augustine  Rome, 
We  Pour  hare  felt  no  hand  upon  our  manes 
Less  great  than  theirs,  who  grasp  the  golden  reius 
Of  Empire ;  they  behind  whose  chariot  wheel 
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yot-buraiog  rats  their  fervid  courae  reveal, 
Who  rode  the  rolling  world.     Wc  also,  whoa 
Power  paeaed  from  Eome,  his  car  drew  here  again, 
And  carried  Conquest  in  his  coarse  divine 
From  West  to  Baat,  10  dwell  with  Constantine. 
Biit  now  is  Power  departed,  who  knows  where  1 
Out  of  ihe  East  I  " 

So  spake  Chat  voice  in  air. 
Tlie  othei-s  answered  ;  "  Whither  shall  we  go  ? 
Our  master  being  gone  f  For  who  doth  know 
Where  we  laaj"  find  him  1  " 


Listening  in  the  dark. 
To  these  replied  [ho  Lion  of  St.  Mark  : 
■"Power  rideth  on  my  wings.     Come  also  je 
Whither  I  go,  acrose  the  vassal  sea. 
And  let  ua  bear  with  us,  10  please  him  well. 
Beauty,  the  spouse  of  Power.     And  we  will  dwell 
T  ogethec." 

Then  they  answered,  "Even  so. 
Lion  !  and  where  thou  goest  we  will  go." 

So  those  rive  Beasts  weat  forth.     And  (00b  with 

Power  and  Beauty.     For  whose  diadem 
They  also  brought  groat  store  of  precious  things, 
And  gathered  graven  gems  in  golden  rings, 
And  carved  and  colored  stones,  to  be  the  dower 
Of  Beauty  and  the  heritage  of  Power  : 
Clear  agate  cups  and  vases  crystalline, 
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Porpliyrj,  and  syenite,  and  serpentine, 
Obsidiiia,  alabaster  ;  statues  &ir 
Of  lucid  gods  :  gftrmenta  of  richneES  rare  ; 
And  gold,  and  bronze,  and  silver  :  inrkis  blue 
As  Venus'  veins  r  and  rubies  red  in  hue 
As  Adon's  lips  :  and  jaapec,  onyx,  opal. 

In  (his  way  Venice  took  Constantinople. 
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NOTES   TO   THE    SIEGE   OF   CONSTAN- 
TINOPLE. 


je  281.    /n  aja(e  caps,  ami  vaau  cryalallit: 
Venioe,  iSn.     Vol.  2,  p.  IK, 
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Page  216.    Marten,  and  aibeline,  and  minitm;  he. 


.    Oar  Brolher  ftaiii 


bull's  ]d£^  90  applied  hb  Ut  force,  by  cEtreme  preBsure^  the 
eyebalLsontottheirBockeia:  tbe semod, and  iHBst  pi^fol, by 
pontile  boiling  Tinegar  into  the  eyes.  See  Procopitti  ItUt. 
ATGona-  There  ia  also  &  onriona  eeaount  (which  la  pn^bl/ 
taim)  in  Egantius,  lib.  ix.  e.  lide  exempt,  illtuiir,  firor,  Ve- 

the  eyes  of  Henry  Dnodalo  were  deatroyed  liy  the  fimpero^ 
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Innocent,  in.  p. 
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.     Irene,  eialer 

to  J 

(em-Bj  ««rf,  Sc 

Bhen 

ouaed  PhlUp,  Iha  Sii 
t  hnsbiind.    In  Gem 

i 

i(  Sicily  (the  son  of  Tancred), 
1  Kaiser,  al^er  Ibe  death  of 

Witness  her  epilsph  iB  the 

'm 

iblliaBtquepiahl 
ilippi  regis  CDiiju; 

«ratur  graeoa  Maria 
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lor.;:,.  Google 


S1£GE  OF   CONSTANTINOPLE. 


Siulramfiecatas/Uil  "  ;  and  Pblllppet  Mou 
tliBl  the  Di^a  Jost  bis  sight  at  the  elege  of  Ei 
vionalr  a  mlBI&ke^  or  perhaps  even  a  wELfa 
d^esigned  to  Impl;  a  DiviDQ  jadgment  on  an  u 
demned  by  the  Pope.  Bnt  It  is  highly  pi 
bUndness  nos  fmin  sccidental  or  natuml  can: 
lD<1]ti^«  avera  thai  the  Doge  naa  not  enUreLj 
op  [nlon  la  aupported  bj  a  paBaagQ  in  Sanntua 

T^age  273  From  tBiom  proum 


sd  patattdertt 


ix  they  were  made 
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Cnnni  Df  g.  Pol,  in  bh  epialk    HescrlWng   Iho  BiHt  Htege  o( 

Hipvegi,  Hippagagi,  Bippiiganta,  &o.  'Che  Sire  de  Jidoville 
(111^  of  3.  liuaig)  acscrilns  the  utage  of  them  ver;  dMiDHlir  ■ 

d  to  Kocie  rfe  Marneilit,  /f  fitt  auuiTte  la  pons  trtanef 
outTimer.  Et  jaonl  touifarenl  enlrei,  la  poHe  fat  fe- 
wer, tnui  la  parte  eat  en  eon." 

II  wuE  tbe  auBtom  of  this  dme  ter  Uie  knights  to  bang  theic 
Bhieldi  over  and  along  the  deckE  otthe  gelleya,  soas  tolOrJU 
aeortut,shellertram  the  airowaottbe  enemy.  This  irai  also 
done  for  ahoir  in  naval  parade.    GuilJaume  Guiart  sings  ot  tike 


UDDOtlced  by  either  GtblHtn  or  Voltaire,  or  sjiy  modern  histo- 

Hardouio,  Alberlc,  and  other  oT  the  early  ebroniclers.  Tba 
reader  OAn,  of  courae,  if  he  pleases,  atip  the  list  of  these  Nota- 
bles, whieh,  fOlioving  the  Aishion  of  the  old  rhymere,  L  havo 
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"Eodem  onnD  eantigit  in  Diaceii  l^eviri 
lenum  apud  S.  Goarii  oppUtum,  cum  GarneT 
indi,  qui  eral  in  parte  Regis  dt  Saevia,  obeidi 


OOWI 

..     HiB 

fetlia-msDrtBxofAmie 

Da. 

PflS 

Totfi 

.  ,  .  .  ftig  guilled  gambDiso! 
■.rri  jun  membra  plicia,  tot  fuii 
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E 

OnniMtnelel 

Jretoo, 

.twj-o 

.  Pilfrr] 

mage. 
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Bda>»lt,and 

doubled 

efghleen  Umea. 

Page  280. 

Andtit 

t'Hetb«i,t,  the 
I'Herbulae,  who 
UbertitheVenel 

di 
Jan 

m*  Fnnch  kBfgil. 

(MgeUierwiU 

JatOoi 

Pageasi. 

MjttllCBl. 

Henry  ofOfteTimg 

'"' 

Ice. 

RWS281. 

F^t. 

™ 

npmt. 

,m  a  field 

"Panihera  i 

Maine 

amvo.  ut  meat 

lirutis, 

plendttat." 

Quant  cammenta  FoUts  ere  ^  tnesciti 

That  IS  ta  say,  thit,  when  Uie  war  began,  ho  wa 

BDd  jroung  prince.    In  Trance,  at  this  Hme,  the  M 

slsCed  of  Three  Onjers.    The  First,  composiil  of  e 

pie}  or  kniithta,  whose  flefs  jrere  not  large  enoagi 
(bught  under  the  bannor  of  some  more  powerful  c 
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Jignlty  or  H  noble  setvitnde  (Ic*  ditii),  and  who  osrrlea  (m 


VlUe-HardouIn,  U. 
Page  235.       .  ,  .  .  Jui  neuer  eome  (Aej)  more. 
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frere  I'Bmpereor  BurXM.    M«a  b'U  voloU  i  1b  raerd  Bon 


Page  297.    Our  a 
**  Frlnia  peri  di  i 


tak  D  place  bBlwMn  the  depnljea  of  the  Bmods  a 
jou  g  Alexins,  m  refereoce  to  which  that  ploua  ch 
th&  Ita  floil  thut  Uie  AmbpflBadora  escaped  with  thei 
JnaUflcatlon  tor  the  eplaode,  as  I  haye  reiated  it,  eiisE 
th  i    B  in  the  unlTcrsal  custom  of  the  time  to  addreai 

Eufii  I  n% ;  attested  br  TUIe-Uardouin,  thni  od  theg 
peril  of  tf  irlltes. 
Pa«e  dl~  Meanwiile,  at  sea,  be. 
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For  the  Bake  nt  euphony,  the  Italian  mlhogiaphj-  of  M 
*e  bad  \m\  a  single  ejebnw,  e»tenfling  over  boUi  ej 
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I-EGEND8,  BALLADS,  AND  ROMANCES. 
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as^jjiHRICE,  ho  Irumpelcr,  eoundl 

^^w      And  around,  and  around 

p^W  With  the   morry  red  wine   once   more, 

^^^1  friends  I 

Then  to  stirrup  and  selle. 
And  away,  —  fero  ye  well,  — 
For  my  ship  is  at  hand  on  the  shore,  friends ! 


Shout !  for  Baldwin  hath  ta'en 
AU  bis  own  Lack  again, 

And  0  well  for  Iho  brave  right  hands 
That  have  won  by  the  rood, 
From  the  Infidel  brood, 

God  his  ground  in  the  Holy  Landa  I 


Here  'a,  from  each  and  from  all. 

To  the  old  Amiral ! 
Fair  weather  to  him  and  his  bark  I 

For  a  King  among  kings 

la  the  liiou  with  wings. 
The  Btrong;  lion  of  etont  Saint  Usakt 
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And  here  's  now  to  the  worth 
Of  tbe  West  and  the  North, 

The  hearts  of  the  North  and  the  West  I 
And  tho  eyea  and  the  lips 
Of  those  sweet  she-slips 

Of  tho  East,  that  we  each  loved  best  1 


Priend,  praise  me  the  dame, 
Whose  so  Eolt  BoutherA  ns-fOa 

I  never  conld  learn  ho*  W  iay, 

Though  I  well  know  the  blisa 
Of  her  soft  aoutherii  kiss 

That  hath  kissed  better  knowl^ge  away : 


And  I  'II  pledge  you  that  Greek 
Learne'd  Lady's  loved  cheek. 

And  the  depth  of  her  dark  eye-glance. 
All  whose  praises  yon  Bung 
In  the  great  'La.tia  tongue 

Throngh  the  gM^ens  of  golden  Byzance. 


Prithee  shine  out  afar, 
Thilu  red-eyed  Even  Star, 

Shine  over  the  seas  and  tho  sands ! 
And  so  light  me  again 
To  the  wood,  hill,  and  plain 

Where  mine  own  pleasant  eastle  stands. 
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Tar  ill  Thiiringeiiwald, 
Far  in  Thiiringenwald, 

There  the  nightingale  calla  fbr  me 

Through  the  dewy  spring  night, 
Wheel  the  walls  gUmnier  white 

To  the  moon  on  the  long  darlj  lea. 


Farther  still,  o'er  the  Baltic, 
Old  friend,  black,  basaltic, 

"With  the  whirlwind  grim  in  his  grip, 
There  joaf  caatle  awaits. 
Behind  close-culUsed  gates, 

The  sound  of  that  horn  at  your  hip 

10. 
Like  a  snowdrop,  so  whi  te, 
Shy,  tender,  and  slight, 

In  the  window  your  little  daughter 
la  at  watch  for  a  sail, 
When  the  twilight  is  pata 

O'er  the  vast  Suevoniali  water. 


But  in  Thuringenwald, 
0  in  Tharingenwald, 

My  good  wife  is  waiting  me. 

While  the  nightingalr  sing* 
To  her  marvellous  tb^ngs 

Of  the  deeds  done  over  the  esb. 
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Western  star,  merry  star, 

Glitter  fair,  EliMer  far 
To  tlie  silvery  northern  elimes  ! 

Blow  je  sea-breezes  sweet, 

Blowing  homeward,  and  greet 
My  lady  ten  inillioE  times  I 

13. 

Fare  thee  well,  friend,  and  leader  1 

And  farewell  to  thee,  Cedar 
On  Lebanon  !  Fare  ye  well,  too. 

Sweet  Cyprus  B,nd  Sicily  ! 

Ah,  beck  not  so  busily. 
We  shall  cot  weigh  anchor  for  yon. 

14. 

Ye  soft-eyed  siren  maids, 
la  the  rich-scented  sliades 

Of  your  rose-bearing  gardens  yonder  ! 
We  have  wives  over  there 
Of  our  own,  aJl  as  fair,  — 

Pat  more  &ir,  as  I  think,  — and  fonder. 

15. 
For  the  rest  of  my  litfe, 
Save  my  old  hunting-knife, 

Not  a  weapon  will  I  wear  now  : 

And  your  bow  and  seal-spear. 
Friend  of  mine,  yon  shall  bear 

Henceforth  but  in  sport,  or  for  show. 
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We  will  hang  up  our  mail 
On  a  great  golden  niul, 

And  dispute  wliich  is  bruised  the  sorei 
In  a  doublet  of  green 
I  will  follow  mj  Queen 

Throagh  the  old  Tharingiaa  Forest  1 
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DOGE   ORSO'S  KIGHTS  WOKK. 


W\S  nofut  plight,  a  piteous  sight, 
A        The  Exarch  was  that  day 
&    We  Venice  men  sat  round  to  h< 
^      The  tale  he  came  to  say. 


"  The  Greek  hath  lost,  with  little  ci 
Tho  Lombard  he  hath  won 

To  the  iron  crown,  tha  stoutest  tow 
That  stands  beneath  the  sun : 


"For,  while  the  old  wolf  Luitprand 
Was  fighting  for  the  Franks, 

His  wily  nephew  Hildebrand, 
Among  whose  robber  ranks 


"  Vleenza's  Duke  rode  nnabashed, 
Hath  seized  Ravenna  l«wii. 

And  from  the  Imperial  city  dashed 
The  Imperial  standard  down." 
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We  Venice  men  set  sail  again 
To  seiKB  the  Lombard's  prey. 


Ac  close  of  da;  Bavenna  lay 
Before  ua  on  the  height : 

We  dropped  adowu  lierLeatb  the  to 
AAer  the  fall  of  night : 


At  MV  of  night  there  was  no  light. 
There  was  no  noise  of  bells : 

Without  a  sound  we  ran  aground, 
And  fixed  onr  mangQUoIs  : 


At  mid  of  night  was  sound  and  light 
Through  all  Ravenna  town ; 

Lond  rang  the  bells  above  the  yells 
"*  '  Is  trampled  down  : 


At  ope  of  day  in  fetters  lay 
The  Lombard  Hildebrand  : 

The  town  was  onrs  :  aboat  the  tc 
We  roamed,  a  merry  band. 


The  fight,  God  wot,  was  short  and 

"Bear  Hildebrand  aboard. 
Renew  your  oath,"  Doge  Orso  quoth. 
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••  The  Duke  is  dead,"  he  laughed,  and  said, 

"  The  cJtj  is  all  our  own. 
Sland  forth  Exarch  1  To  thee  Saint  Mark 

Gives  back  Ravenna  town." 


Then  all  outright  for  great  deliglit 
The  Exarch  wept,  I  trow. 

As  he  had  woliil  lieen  before. 
So  was  he  jojful  now. 


Bj  that  night's  cost  tlie  Lombard  loet. 
What  oar  Duke  Orso  won 

With  great  renown,  the  stoutest  town 
That  stands  beneaUi  the  sua. 
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SALZBURGENSIS  VAGABUNDUS. 

s^^^lAK  DEI  VOBISCUM !     We   are,  by 

^i^Vg  jonr  leave,  Meoils, 

^  ^^S   Three  poor  travellmg  schokrs.     All  the 

That  now-a-days  good  wine  's  so  dear,  and  learning 

still  ao  cheap,  alae  I 
0  ghost  of  good  Atclibishop  ReinhoM,  you  for  us 

would  weep  Alas  1 
Bat  jou  have  loft  this  wicked  world,  and  yon  are 

gone  to  glory. 
Mihi  est  propositam  in  tabemS.  mori! 
All  the  way  from   Salsburg  here,  in  this  soaEOn 

Bitter  blue  the  hill-tope  were,  bleak  the  roads  and 

snowy. 
Sure,  a  man  must  warm  his  wits  when  the  weather 

pinches, 
/\.nd  the  snow  's  above  his  boots  some  lialf-dozen 

"'(Ve  iVom  hostle  on  to  hostle,  thirsting  to  replenish 
■'Empty  bellies  and  dry  throttles  with  a  flask  of 

Kheniah, 
Set  the  Muses  up  for  sale,  —  liquor  bc^ed   for 

learning, 
Not  a  doit  for  all  our  ■paXaa  fmxa  the  numskulls 

earning. 
Little  favor  didst  thoa  get,  great  Horatias  Flaecus, 
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Of  oor  thick-Bkulled  Thaliarchs  BwilUng  German 

Bacchus  1 
Folly's  citadel  rosista  each  clessiu  caCapulta, 
Pejiitus  tnutUia^  fenitusque  stvlta  I 
Ijord  1  jou  should  have  seen  tlie  looks  of  those  un- 

latined  laics, 
Hailed  in  choice  hexameters,  and  sued  to  in  alca- 

icel 
HoJry  Jews  with  money-bags :  noopers  from  Pa- 

Hambargers,  and  Bambergers  ....  Here  Josef ! 

Frau  Meria  I  ' 
Zim  Teuffd  !  groans  mj  yellow  Jew ;  the  trooper 

growls  va  via  ! 
Zonods  I   I  wish  those  Jews,  with  all  m;  heart,  into 

....  Jud^al 
Barefoot  trote  the  beting  Mase  iunong  this  ha- 


I/Ko,  vitant  pMka  gfi^am  poelarum. 

Snug  as  hedgehog  hid  in  hedge,  most  eomforta- 

Mj  curled  up, 
And  looking  not   a  whit   lees  prond  than   if  i' t 

wrapped  the  world  up. 
Safe  upon  the  cionntain-side,  secured  from  all  in- 

fracdon. 
And  reckless  how  the  plain  may  fiire,  in  high  self- 

eatia&ction 
Smiled   IWb   blessed   bnrg ;  -r-  resolTed   we   three 

should  roBike  a  climb  of  it. 
And  cDol  as  Lot's  small  dty  when  the  rest  had  a 

"  Vides,"  then  ''  ut  altd  "  .  .  .  .  there  .  ..."  Met 
nine  "  .  .  .  .  shouted  Hax  to  us, 

And  Fritz  ....'■  'T  is  not  good  wine,  I  (rust,  the 
little  city  lacks  1 "  to  us. 
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" btlprome,'*  then,  " qaadrimam"  I ....  SO  here  we 

are  among  jou, 
Rilyin^  the  Lord,  good  gendelblts,   jour   good 

Uvea  to  prolong  jfon  I 
There's  in  as  k  thirsty  devil  raging  to  consume 

SalMmas  igi^ir  hffxdi  qui  sw/maa  J 

Sure,  you  have  n't  heard  the  news  t     The  Hohen- 

Ataafen  ....  Zools  there ! 
I3  that  mine  host's  fair  daughter  ?     'F^th,  I  knew 

her  by  her  looks  there. 
Ilia  furmosissimis  (am  Jiota  virgo  bmiMis! 
The  brute  that's  not  in  love  with  her  no  better 

than  a  lackey  isl 
What 's  the  little  lady's  name  t     To  Lina  rhymes 

.Dear  deraozei,  if  I  were  Rex,  I  know  who  'd  be 

See  her  foot  and  ankle  fine !  if  you  'd  a  soul  for 

beauty 
JTou  'd  fit  me  with  the  proper  phrase  ....  egregia 

Biir,  will  you  buy  an  epitaph  for  your  now-eaiuted 

Koniething  pious,  chaste,  and  sweet,  to  suit  the 

yew-treea  shady? 
lilax,  hero,  with  his  lantern  jawa  ....  Beseech  you 

only  try  Hax  i 
He  TI  turn  you  off  in  half  a  trice  a  score  of  elegiacs. 
Sic  solamim  mm  cartas  for  the  dear  departed. 
Or  yoa,  young  lord,  a  love-song  fierce,  impassioned, 

fiery-hearted, 
For  your  heart's  queen  with   strong  black  eyes 
....  or  blue  f     It  matters  little. 
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Fritz  there,  with  fais  woman's  &ce,  will  paint  her 

to  a  tittle. 
Fritz  knows  all  the  pie%  things  in  Ovid  uid 

TibuIluB, 
For  all  his  looks  demure  ....  bob  Jbdt  vmnaehum 

caoilliis. 
Whate'er  jou  want  we  '11  furnish  jon,  contaiuAim 


But  if  you  want  a  drint-eong,  come  to  me  for  Nunc 
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pltSE,  my  Quuen,  and  away  with  moT 
&        From  the  kingdoms  where  I  am  King 
e.    Two  Spirits  to  lead  me  to  thee 
^       Have  oolapeeded  the  wild-bird's  wing. 


For  the  sake  of  thy  dear  dark  eyes 
My  6onl  have  I  given,  this  Twain ; 

Who  are  pledged  to  win  me  the  prize 
I  die  if  I  do  not  obtain  ; 


Yet  they  are  not  Spirits  aceniBt, 
But  oaeh  is  a  delicate  Sprite ; 

And  Sleep  13  the  name  of  the  first, 
Tijc  name  of  the  second  is  Nigh 


0  hearken  1  0  hearken  I  Our  horses 
Are  wailing  for  thee  and  for  me. 

More  fleet  than  the  wittd  in  his  ooars 
More  strong  than  the  hnrrioanes  bi 
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Away!  I  am  thine,  thoa  art  mine: 
One  body,  and  spirit,  and  heart ! 

Suopl  midsammer  leaps  in  the  wine 
I  pour  to  thee,  ere  we  depart. 


Through  the  dim  world  starry  and  a 


The  lute  is  of  fanciful  fashion, 

The  wine  strong,  and  tender,  and  bright ; 
And  the  name  of  the  wine  is  Passion, 

The  name  of  the  lute  is  Delight. 


On  the  strand  is  anchored  mj  boat  r 
It  is  built  to  lire  in  all  seas  : 

We  have  but  to  set  it  afloat 
It  will  beiir  ns  far  as  we  please : 


For  it  is  lo  light  that,  in  sooth, 

'T  will  sink  not,  though  loaded  with  tre 
The  name  of  the  helmstnan  is  Youth, 

The  wew  that  he  pilots  are  Pleasures. 
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But  linger  not  now,  for  't  is  late, 

Aad  we  have  the  world  to  go  through. 

Poor  world  !  't  is  in  such  a  sad  state. 
It  surely  hath  need  of  us  two ; 


So  much  that  needa  setting  to  rights  I 
Hale,  inassacre,  mnrdsv,  and  war  .... 

But ....  how  sweet  are  these  midsummer  ni 
Shall  wo  let  things  rost  as  thej  are  t 


kt  least  we  must  trSiVel  id  state, 
Since  a  king  and  a  queen  are  we ; 

ind  scatter  our  lai^eaae,  elato 
And  lavish  as  monarchs  should  be. 


Eiefore  us  our  herald  shall  go : 

And  their  gates  all  cities  shall  ope, 

■When  hia  darion  he  doth  blow, 
For  our  herald  bis  name  is  Hope  : 


'lur  almoner  cometh  behind, 
And  he  aiageth  a  saintly  hymn  : 

He  ia  wealthy,  and  wise,  and  kind. 
Gentle  Memory  men  call  him. 
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And  the  world  shall  do  us  sweet  duty, 
As  royally  through  it  we  move: 

For  thou  art  a  queen  —  thou  art  Beantj ! 
And  I  am  a  king  —  I  am  Lovo  ! 
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FAIR  TOLAND  WITH  THE  YELLOW 
HAIE, 


]  KNIGHT  that  weara  no  lady's  sleeve 
Upon  his  helm  from  dawn  k)  eve, 

;   And  all  night  long  beneath  the  throng 

y  Of  throbbing  Blars,  without  reprieve  ■ 

MiQ  I  make,  as  on  I  ride 
Along  waste  lands  and  waters  wide. 
The  haunts  of  bitterns ;  smoky  strips 
Of  sea-coast  where  there  come  no  ships ; 
Or  over  brambly  humpbacked  downs. 
And  under  walls  of  hilly  towns. 
And  out  aga,in  across  the  plain. 
Oft  borne  beneath  a  hissing  rain 
Within  the  murmura  of  the  wind. 
That  doth  at  nightfall  leave  his  lair 
To  follow  and  vex  ma ;  tiU  I  find 
'iTair  yoland  with  the  yellow  hair. 


'On  a  field  aanre,  all  pure  or, 

A  fountain  springing  evermore 

To  reach  one  star  that,  just  too  far 

For  its  endeavor,  trembles  o'er 

The  topmost  spray  its  strength  will  yield. 

For  my  device  apon  my  shield 

Long  since  I  wrought ;  and  under  it 

Along  a  scroll  of  flame  is  lyrit 
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The  legend,  thus  ....  "I  bhall  attain.' 
In  letters  large :  albeit  "  In  vain  ! " 
My  heart  replies  to  mock  mine  eyes  ; 
For  where  that  foiintmn  seems  to  rise 
lis  highest,  it  is  back  consigned 
To  earth,  and  falls  in  void  despair, 
Like  my  aad  seven-years'  hope  to  find 
Pair  Yoland  with  the  jellow  hair. 


Seven  years  ago  (how  long  it  seems 
Since  then  !)  as  free  as  summer  elreama 
My  fancy  played  with  sun  and  shade, 
And  all  my  days  were  dim  with  dreams. 
One  day  —  I  wot  not  whence  nor  how 
It  flashed  upon  me,  even  now 
I  marvel  at  the  change  it  wrought !  — 
My  whole  life  leapt  into  one  thought. 
Which  thought  was  made  my  lifelong  act ; 
As,  dashed  in  dazzling  cataract. 
From  its  long  sleeps,  at  last  outleaps 
Some  lazy  ooze,  which  henceforth  keeps 
One  steadfast  way;  so  all  my  mind 
Was  in  that  moment  made  aware 
That  henceforth  I  must  die,  or  find 
Pair  Yoland  with  tlio  yellow  hair. 


Since  then,  how  many  lands  and  climea 
Have  I  ransacked  —  how  many  times 
Been  brniBCd  with  blows  —  how  many  f< 
Have  dealt  lo  death  —  how  many  crimes 
Avenged  —  how  many  maidens  Qreed  1 
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And  yet  I  seem  to  be,  indeed, 
No  nearer  to  the  endless  quest. 
NeitTicc  by  night  nor  day  I  rest ; 
My  heart  burns  in  me  like  a  fire : 
My  soni  ia  parohed  with  long  desire ; 
Ghostlike  I  grow ;  and  where  1  go, 
X  hear  men  mock  and  mutter  low, 
And  feel  men's  fingers  point  behind,  — 
"  The  moon-struck  knight  that  talks  to 
Lord  help  the  fbol  who  hopes  to  find 
Fmt  Yoland  with  the  yellow  hair  1 " 


At  times,  in  truth,  I  start,  and  shake 
Myself  from  thought,  as  one  men  wake 
Erom  some  long  trance  to  hard  mischance, 
Wbo  knows  not  yet  what  choice  to  make 
'Tivijtt  false  and  true,  since  all  things  seem 
Mere  fragments  of  his  broken  dream, 
When  I  recall  what  men  arer. 
That  all  my  lifelong  quest  of  her 
Is  vain  and  void;  since  thrice  (say  they) 
Three  hundred  years  are  rolled  away, 
And  knights  forgot,  whose  bones  now  rot. 
And  their  good  deeds  remembered  not, 
Failed  one  by  one,  long  ere  I  pined 
For  this  strange  quest ;  whence  they  declare 
No  living  wight  may  hope  to  find 
Fair  Yoland  with  the  yellow  hair. 
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In  glad  green  wood ;  nitU  Qneen  Isonil 

Tristram  of  Lyonea  hnnts  the  deer; 

In  cool  of  bloomy  trellises 

Sir  Garelh  and  Sic  Gaheria, 

After  long  labors  bronght  K)  end, 

With  their  two  dames  in  jojanee  spend 

The  blue  June  hoars ;  Sir  Agravaiiie 

With  Dame  Lanrell  along  the  nudn 

Seeks  iiis  new  home ;  and  Felleas 

Sit9  amiling  calm  in  hails  of  glass 

At  NimoS's  knees.     Good  knights  be  these 

Because  they  have  their  hearts  at  ease, 

Because  Ihdr  Utbs  and  loves  ore  joined : 

0  if  two  hea.rta  in  one  life  were, 

What  life  were  that  1  .  .  .  .  God,  let  me  flti' 

Tajr  Yoland  with  the  yellow  liajrl 


Mere  life  is  Tile.     I  may  have  done 

Deeds  not  unworthy,  and  have  woo 

Unwilling  fame;  though  ail  men  blame 

This  heart's  uccest  which  makes  mo  shun 

The  calm  content  that  good  men  take 

From  good  deeds  done  for  good  deeds'  sake, 

Deeds  that  In  doing  of  the  deed 

Do  hless  the  doer,  who  should  need 

No  bliss  beyond  :  but  what  to  ine 

Is  this,  — that  over  land  and  sea 

My  name  should  fly  t     Or  what  care  I, 

Tor  the  mere  sake  of  climbing  high, 

To  climb  forever  steps  that  wind 

Up  empty  towers  1     I  only  wear 

Lite  hollow  thus,  unless  I  find 

F^r  Toland.  with  the  yellow  hair. 
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Sometimes,  whom  I  to  free  (rata  wrong 

Have  dragons  fougbt,  strange  folk  do  throng 

About  my  steed,  and  lighdv  lead 

My  borse  and  me,  with  shout  and  song. 

In  hannerod  oSsEle-COarts  ;  and  there 

From  chambers  cool  come  dames  most  fiur. 

Whose  forme  as  through  a  cloud  I  see ; 

Whose  voices  aeem  far  otf  to  be ; 

Though  near  they  stand,  and  bid  me  rest 

Awhile  within,  where,  richly  drest, 

In  order  stored,  with  goblets  poured, 

I  see  the  sparkling  banquel^board ; 

But  far  from  these  is  all  my  mind, 

For  ....  "  What  if  foesi!  whom  I  must  scare 

In  noisome  den  now  seek  to  bind 

Fair  Yoland  with  the  yellow  hair  f  " 


In  deepest  dark,  when  no  moon  shines 

Through  the  blind  night  on  the  black  pines 

With  bony  houghs,  if  I,  to  drowse 

(As  somolJraxa  mere  despair  inclines 

A  frame  outworn),  should  slip  from  horse. 

And  lay  me  down  along  the  gorse. 

Id  some  cold  hollow  far  away 

A  little  while,  —  albeit  I  pray 

Ere  I  lis  down,  —  my  dreams  are  drear : 

Krat  comes  a  slowly  creeping  fear, 

Like  icy  dew,  that  seems  to  glne 

My  limbs  to  earth,  and  freeze  them  through ; 

Then  a  long  shriek  on  a  wild  wind. 

And  "  0,"  I  Ihink,  "  if  hers  it  were. 
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SomelimeB  "oeath  dropping  white  r< 
I  ride,  and  under  gilded  eaves 
Of  garden  bowers  where,  pludiing  flowers. 
With  scarlet  skirls  and  stiff  gold  sleevci, 
Between  green  walls,  and  two  by  two. 
Kings'  daughters  walk,  whilst  just  a  few 
Faint  harps  niitko  music  mild,  that  fells 
Like  mist  from  off  the  itied  walls 
Along  the  sultry  corn,  and  stirs 
The  hearts  of  fer-off  harvesters  ; 
Then,  on  the  brink  of  hope,  I  shrink 
With  shuddering  strange,  the  while  I  think, 
"  0,  what  if,  after  body  and  mind 
Consumed  in  toil,  and  all  my  care, 
Not  a  corpse,  but  a  bride,  I  find 
Fair  Yoland  with  the  yellow  hair  ? " 


Bnt  when  at  night's  most  lonely  noon. 

The  ghost  of  an  ill-buried  moon 

Frets  in  the  shrond  of  a  cold  cloud. 

And,  like  the  echo  of  a  (una. 

Within  mine  ear  the  silence  makes 

A  yearning  sound  that  throbs  and  aches, 

A  whisper  sighs  .  .  .  .  "  The  grave  is  deep. 

There  is  no  better  thing  than  sleep. 

liife's  fever  speeds  its  own  decease, 

I«t  the  mole  work  ;  be  thou  at  peace." 

Yot  why  should  tJiis  fair  earth,  which  is 


lor.;:,.  Google 


FAIR    rOLAND. 

So  fair,  so  fit  to  favnish  bliss. 
Prove  a  mere  failure,  —  stuff  designed 
By  Hope  to  docbe  her  foe  Deapaic  1 
And  whence,  if  vsun,  this  need  to  find 
Fair  Yoland  with  tlie  yellow  h^c  t 


This  grieving  after  nnknown  good, 
Though  but  a,  sickness  io  the  blood, 
Cries  ixom  the  dust.     And  God  is  jnst. 
No  rock  denies  the  raven  food, 
i'or  who  would  torture,  night  by  night. 
Some  starving  creature  with  the  sight 
Of  banquets  fair  with  plenty  spread, 
Then  moct  ....  "crawl  empty  thou  tc 
And  dream  of  viands  not  for  thfe !  " 
Yet  night  by  night,  dear  God,  to  me. 
In  wake  or  sleep,  such  visions  creep 
To  gnaw  my  heart  with  hunger  deep. 
How  can  I  meet  dull  death,  resigned 
To  die  the  fool  of  dreams  so  fair  t 
Nay,  ]ove  bath  seen,  and  life  shall  find, 
Fair  Yoland  with  the  yellow  hajr  I 


Good  Pilgrim,  to  whatever  shrine. 
With  whatsoever  vowa  of  thine, 
Thou  wendest,  stay  I     I  charge  thee,  pray 
That  God  may  bless  this  quest  of  mine. 
Sweet  maidens,  whom  from  losel  hands 
Mine  own  hare  fteed  —  in  many  lands, 
I  bid  yon  each,  when  ye  shall  ha 
With  your  good  knights,  remember  me  1 
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Anit  wish  me  well,  —  that  some  daj  I 
May  find  feir  Yoland;  else  I  die 
In  love's  defeat.     To  die  were  sweet, 
If,  djing,  I  miglit  clasp  her  feet. 
Death  comes  at  last  to  all  mankind ; 
Tet  ere  I  die,  I  know  not  where, 
I  know  not  how,  but  I  must  find 
F^r  Yoland  with  iJie  yellow  hair. 
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I^^^^SIHE  doleful  wind  around  around 

]^^^^    Whines  low,  while  down  in  the  eourt- 

l^^^s^l  yard  drear 

The  great  bloodhound,  to  the  flint  fast  bound. 

Is  bajing  the  moon.     The  moon  is  clear 

And  diamal-cold :  becaoso  a  I'ear, 

Whose  cat'fl-ftjot  falls  with  no  more  sound 

Tliaa  an  eyelid  that  sinks  on.  a  sick  man's  swouiid, 

Ib  lord  of  her  light ;  whereby  to-night 

lie  walketb  alone  on  the  lr<^n  more 

From  the  wood  whonco  ho  coinelb.  anear,  —  anear ! 

Ever,  about  the  aet^ng  in 

Of  the  dajkness,  now  for  a  month  or  more. 

The  things  on  the  gusty  arras  'gin 

To  rustle  and  creep  and  mope  and  grin 

At  me,  still  sitting  as  heretofore 

This  last  sad  night  (no  whit  less  calm 

Than  when  first  ho  accused  mc  a  month  before). 

With  elbow  based  on  knee,  and  palm 

Upsianted,  propping  a  moodj  chia  ; 

The  better  to  watch  with  a  glassy  eye 

The  dull  red  embers  drop,  and  lie 

I'orlorn  of  a  lurid  inner  light, 

Like  days  burned  out  by  a  deadly  sin. 

I  marvel  much  if  my  mind  be  right. 

All  seeuis  so  wondrous  calm  within 

This  long  o'er-labored  heart,  in  spite 

Of  the  howling  wind  and  the  hideoas  night. 
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And  to-moiTow  that  bringcth  the  final  fight 
Wliea  all  is  to  lose  or  win. 

What  matter  the  end,  so  it  be  near  ? 
I  can  only  think  of  how  last  year 
We  rode  together,  she  and  I : 
She  in  scarlet  and  I  in  green. 
Across  the  oafc-wood  dark  and  high, 
Whose  wicked  leaves  shut  out  the  eky; 
Which,  had  I  seen,  that  had  not  been, 
I  think,  which  makes  me  fear  to  die 
And  meet  her  there.     I  could  not  bear 
Her  dead  face  e'en.     Who  else,  I  ween, 
Should  hardly  shrink  from  Conrad's  eye. 
For  all  bis  vaunting,  not  so  keen, 
The  too-sooQ  boasting  braggart,  (ay. 
Even  when  he  strode  before  the  Queen, 
And  three  dmes  charged  me  with  the  lie !) 
Ab  my  keen  axe.     More  glad  that  day 
She  was,  sure,  than  'tis  good  to  be. 
Lest  some,  that  cannot  be  £0  glad 
As  she  was  then,  should  chance  go  mad, 
Trjing  to  laugh.     O,  all  the  way 
She  laughed  so  loud  that  even  the  wood 
Laughed  too.     She  seemed  so  sure,  that  day. 
That  life  is  sweet  and  God  is  good. 
I  could  not  laugh  ;  because  her  hood 
Had  fallen  back,  and  so  let  stray 
Of  all  hor  long  hair's  loveliness 
A  single  shining  yellow  tress 
Across  her  shoulder ;  which  made  me 
(That  could  not  choose,  poor  fool !  but  see) 
More  sad,  I  think,  than  men  should  bu 
When  women  laugh.     Tlie  wood,  I  say. 
Laughed  with  hev,  at  me,  all  the  way. 
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Once,  too,  her  pa]frey,  while  we  rode, 
Started  aside,  and  in  alarm 
She  leaned  her  hand  upon  my  arm  ; 
Whose  light  touch  did  ao  overload 
My  heavy  lieart,  tJiat,  I  believe. 
Had  she  a  moment  longer  so 
Leaned  on  me,  from  my  eaddle-boiv 
I  must  have  dropped  down  dead. 

Wo  came  ont  on  the  other  land. 
And  I  remember  that  I  SMd, 
"  How  still  and  lono  tho  land  la  here  1 " 
She  only  looked,  and  shook  her  head. 
And,  looking,  laughed  atill  loader,  and 
Said,  laughing  loudly,  "  What  'a  to  fear  %  " 
The  accursed  echo,  that  low  lay 
Under  that  lonesome  land,  I  knew, 
For  vfant  of  aught  more  wiaa  to  say. 
Shrieked,  "  Fear  I  "  and  fell  n-laughing  too. 
Deep  melancholy  meadow-grass. 
Which  never  any  man  had  mown. 
So  long  our  horaea  scarce  could  paas 
Through  the  thick-heaped  unheaving  maaa 
Of  heavy  atalks,  by  no  breath  blown 
Of  any  wind,  all  round  was  grown. 
For  some  bad  purpose  of  lis  own. 
Up  10  the  edge  of  the  gray  sky. 
And  underneath  a  stream  ran  hy ; 
A  little  stream  that  made  great  moan. 
Half  mad  with  pain,  the  Fiend  knows  why  : 
'Twixt  stupid  heaps  of  helpless  stone, 
That  chose  upon  its  path  to  lie 
Unreaaonably,  purpose  none 
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Subserving  (there  resolved  to  stay 

Tor  spite's  sake,  with  nor  use  nor  grace). 

It  poshed  and  dashed  at  dosperate  pace, 


It  away. 


The  owls  might  fly  aiiout  by  day, 

For  all  the  sky,  there,  bad  to  say ; 

Which  took  no  care  to  ohaiige  its  face 

To  any  other  hue  but  gray. 

Having  to  light  np  such  a  place. 

But  for  the  moan  of  tliat  mad  stream 

All  things  were  dumb,  resigned,  and  still, 

And  strange,  as  things  are  in  a  dream. 

The  whole  land  self-surrendered  lay, 

And  let  harsh  Nature  work  her  will. 

For  lack  of  strength  to  answer  tiay 

To  any  sort  of  wrong  or  ill 

That  chose  to  vex  it.     Laughing  gay 

Into  that  lonesome  land  rode  she. 

The  grass  above  her  palfrey's  knee 

Was  long  and  greca  as  green  could  be. 

She,  laughing  as  she  rode,  'gan  trill 

Some  canzonet  or  virelay ; 

It  mattered  little,  good  or  ill, 

Whate'er  the  song,  if  any  way 

It  eased  her  heart  of  laughter  shrill. 

Of  trees  were  only  blackthorns  three, 

Low-clnmped  upon  the  nglj  hill, 

Like  witches  when,  to  watch  the  weather. 

They  crook  their  hacks  and  squat  together. 

We  'lighted  down  heneatb  those  trees 
Whereto  did  I  our  horses  tether  ; 
And  on  a  bough  I  hung  my  shield. 
She  went  up  higher  in  the  field, 
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And  down  lier  long  limbs  laid  at  ease 
In  the  deep  grass  ;  which  up  and  down, 
Wave  after  wave  of  green,  heaved  over 
Her  bright  gohl-bordered  eearlet  gown ; 
And  all  but  her  small  fece  did  cover. 
Por  now,  out  of  sotae  land  unshorn 
Behind  the  grassy  upland,  low, 
A  little  wind  began  (o  blow 
Faintly,  and  the  dnll  air  was  strown 
With  a  moist  sickly  Kcent  of  clover. 

She,  slanted  o'er  her  propping  arm. 
Looked  smiling  sideways  with  a  charm 
To  catch  me ;  while,  now  forwards,  now 
Backwards,  she  swung  with  saucy  brow 
Her  gold  curls,  like  a  gorgeous  snake 
That  lifls  and  leans  on  loiling  fold 
A  lustrous  head,  but  half  awake 
IVora  winKr  dreams  when,  coy  and  cold. 
Spring  stirs  about  the  rustling  brake. 
She  called  me  to  her  through  the  grass  : 
She  called  me  "  friend  "  :  she  said  I  was 
Her  Bitter  of  the  rneful  face : 
"  But  I,"  she  sfud,  "  am  never  sad." 
Therewith  she  laughed.     The  hateful  place 
Laughed  too  :  resolved  to  mahe  me  mad. 
I  went,  and  sat  beside  her  there. 
And  gazed  upon  her  glittering  hair. 
Musing,  I  said :  "  'T  will  soon  be  night ; 
Night  must  be  yerj  lonely  here." 
She  looked  at  me,  and  laughed  outright. 
And,  laughing,  answered,  "  Wliat's  to  fear? 
But  "  Fear  !  "  the  echo,  laughing  light. 
Still  added.     It  was  hard  to  bear. 
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Long  sat  I  silent  in  her  eight, 

Mach  mnsing.     When  I  spoke  at  tuft 

It  may  have  been  that  all  I  said 

Marred  ail  I  meant,  —  for  there  was  passed, 

Like  burning  lead,  about  Diy  head 

And  on  my  brain,  a  hea^vy  pain. 

And,  "  Oh,"  I  cried,  "  if  it  would  raia, 

And  bring  some  change  1 "  —  Yet  this  I  know, 

That,  soon  as  1  bad  ended,  abo 

Looked  through  her  glittering  hair  at  me, 

Full  in  my  face,  and  laughed  ag^n. 

And  answered,  "  Never !  let  this  be 

A  thing  forgot  between  ub  twain." 

So,  liack  beneath  the  blackthorn-tree. 

Where  my  shield  hung,  I  went  awaj 

A  little  while,  and  sat  apart. 

I  could  not  speak ;  I  could  not  pray : 

I  thought  it  was  because  mj  heart 

Was  in  my  throat,  —  it  choked  mo  so  ! 

But  now  tlie  devil's  claw,  I  know. 

It  was,  that  would  not  let  mo  go  ; 

Ma  by  the  throat  so  fast  he  had. 

Enough  1     Ton  think  that  I  wont  nmd  ? 

By  no  means.     I  grew  strong  and  wise. 

Went  back,  looked  boldly  in  her  eyes. 

And  stopped  her  laughing.     It  was  she. 

Not  I,  that  trembled.     I  cotdd  see 

The  woman  was  afraid  of  me. 

What  wonder  ?     I  myself  had  been 

Already,  such  a  woful  long 

Wild  while  (even  ere  he  waxed  thus  strong. 

And  let  his  wicked  face  be  seen) 

Afraid,  too,  of  the  fiend  within 

My  heart ;  whereof  she  was  the  Queen, 
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Feeding  hira  with  the  food  of  ain, 

Forbidden  licaiiij.      Then  I  knew 

That  she  was  all  mine  through  and  through, 

Whatever  I  might  choose  to  do. 

Mine,  from  the  white  brow's  hiding-place 

Under  the  roots  of  golden  hair 

That  glictered  round  her  frightened  Kice  j 

Mine,  from  the  warmth  and  odor  there 

Down  to  the  tender  feet  that  were 

Mice  too  to  guess  in  each  great  fold 

Of  scarlet  bound  about  with  gold. 

So  I  grew  dainty  with  my  pleasure ; 

And,  as  a  miEor  counts  the  treasure 

His  heart  is  loath  to  spend  too  f^t. 

So  did  mine  eye  take  note  and  measure 

Of  all  my  new^ained  wealth.     At  last 

The  Fiend,  impatient  to  be  gone, 

Brought  this  to  end. 

When  all  was  done, 
I  seemed  to  know  what  was  to  he. 
And  bow  'twould  fere  henceforth  with  me, 
Who  mnst  ride  home  now  all  alone  : 
1  knew  that  I  shontd  never  see 
The  face  of  God,  nor  erer  hear 
Her  laugh  again.      And  so  it  was. 
Yet 't  was  not  mine,  that  blow,  I  swear'. 
Nor  did  I  know  it,  till  the  grass 
Was  red  and  wet.     When  Conrad  tries 
To  chaise  me  with  that  deed,  he  lies ! 
And  lies  I  and  lies  I     Who  could  have  gnusscc 
That  she  had  hidden  in  her  breast, 
Or  in  her  girdle,  (what  know  I?) 
A  da^er  %     Did  eIic  nifain  to  die 
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Always,  — even  when  ahe  seemed  so  proud. 

So  sure  of  life  ?     Ay,  wlien  so  lood 

She  laughed  that  day  f     I  only  know 

I  would  have  given  these  two  handa, 

The  moment  J  beheld  her  so, 

Aj,  all  my  lordships,  oil  my  lands. 

If  bnt  on  me  had  fallen  that  blow, 

Not  her.     O  what  were  Hell's  worst  pain 

If  I  might  hear  her  laugh  ^ain  1 

It  must  have  been  an  hour  or  more 
I  think  (it  seemed  long  yeai^)  before 
I,  eitting  there  beside  her  still. 
And  listening,  heard  a  sound  of  rain 
In  the  three  blacktlioros  on  ihe  hill. 
"  Too  lale  it  comes,"  I  thought,  ■'  and  vain. 
For  nothing  heie  will  change  now."     Chill 
The  evening  grew.     A  wet  wind  blew 
AbOQt  the  billowy  grass.     A  fcw 
Large  drops  fell  sullenly.     I  thought, 
"  How  cold  she  will  be  here  all  night 
In  this  wet  meadow  1 "     Then  I  caught 
(For  by  this  cima  her  lips  were  white, 
Not  red ;  nor  warm,  but  rigid  quite) 
At  the  tidl  grass,  and  heaped  and  massed 
Great  handfuls  of  it,  wbich  I  cast 
Over  her  feet,  and  on  hor  face ; 
But  first  drew  down  her  scarlet  gown 
Over  her  limbs  composed  and  meek 
In  great  calm  folds ;  and,  o'er  her  check. 
Smoothed  the  bright  hair  ;  and  all  the  place 
Where  the  black  redness  ooned,  I  hid 
With  heaps  of  grass.     All  this  I  did 
Quite  quietly,  as  a  mother  might 
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Put  her  sick  child  to  sleep.     'T  was  nighl 
Ere  I  had  ended.     A  dull  moon 
Aerosa  the  smearing  rain  revealed 
A  raelanchol/  light,  end  eoou 
B^an  to  peer  about  tlie  field 
To  find  wliat  alill  the  fresh  grass  kept 
Well  hidden. .   Then  I  think  I  crept 
Down  to  the  little  stream  ;  and  stood 
A  long  while  looking  at  the  wood, 
Wondering  what  ever  I  should  do. 
There  was  a  spot  of  blood  I  knew 
Upon  my  hand.  ,  I  did  not  dare 
To  wash  it,  lest  the  waier  there 
Too  far  away  the  stain  should  bear. 
And  so  mato  all  the  world  aware 
Of  what  was  done. 

The  cock  crows  —ha 
Before  bis  lime,  sure.     Deep  in  dark 
The  drowsy  land  is  lying  yet. 
Ton  frosty  cloud  hides  np  the  moon. 
But  I  am  sure  she  is  not  set. 
To-morrow?     Is  it  come  so  soon? 
Well,  let  it  come  !  A  hundred  eyes 
Can  make  no  worse  the  eyes  I  scorn. 
For  in  his  throat  Coant  ConraiJ  lies. 
And  on  his  body  am  I  sworn 
To  prove  the  same  this  very  morn. 
Let  Kaisec  Henry  range  his  state; 
To  mark  the  issue  of  my  fate. 
The  lords  of  every  tiandgravato 
Trom  Rhine  to  Elione,  with  Iboka  olale. 
Like  gods  between  the  earth  and  sky. 
May  crowd  each  golden  balcony. 
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Come,  Kaiser,  call  ihe  fight  I 

Let  tlie  great  tmrapet  blare  on  high 

As  though  the  Judgment  Angel  blew 

The  blast  that  bids  the  wicked  rue  ; 

Now,  Conrad,  to  the  lists,  find  smite 

Tliy  very  worst !     I  reck  not,  I, 

Not  though  tlie  dead  should  eome  to  eight. 

Nor  though  a  hnndi-ed  heralds  cry, 

"  Oq  I  God  maint^u  Che  right  I  " 
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EIHE  days  of  Rublii  Ben  Ephraim 

Weretwoscore  years  and  ten,  the  day 
The  hangman  called  at  last  for  him, 

D  And  he  privily  fled  from  Cordova. 

Drop  by  drop,  he  had  watched  the  cup 

Ot  the  wine  of  bitterness  filled  to  the  btim ; 

Drop  by  dlop,  he  had  drained  it  up  ; 

And  the  time  was  an  evil  time  for  him. 

An  evil  time !     For  Jehovah's  face 

Was  turned  in  wrath  from  his  chosen  race. 

And  the  daughter  of  Judah  must  moui'O, 

Whom  his  anger  had  left,  in  evil  ease, 

To  be  dogged  by  death  from  place  to  place, 

With  garments  bloody  and  torn. 

The  time  of  the  heavy  years,  from  of  old 

By  the  mouth  of  his  servant  the  Prophet  foretold. 

In  the  days  of  Joslah  the  king, 

When  the  Lord  npon  Jacob  his  load  should  bring. 

And  the  hand  of  Heaven,  in  the  day  of  his  ire, 

Be  heavy  and  hot  upon  son  and  sire. 

Till  from  out  of  the  holes  into  which  they  were 
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Kabbi  Ben  Ephraim,  day  by  day 

(As  the  hangman,  beating  up  his  bounds 

Tiirongh  the  stifled  Ghetto's  sinks  and  stewa, 

Or  the  Arch  Inquisitoc,  going  his  rounds. 

Was  pleased  to  pause,  and  pick,  and  choose,  — 

Too  sarc  of  his  game,  which  could  not  stray. 

To  miss  the  luxury  of  delay) 

Had  marked  with  a  moody  indignatian 

Tlie  abomination  of  desolation. 


With  the  world  to  witness,  and  ni 


a  gamscy, 


n  the  midst  of  the  Holy  Nation, 
And  the  havoc,  which  Heaven  refused  lo  stay. 
In  the  conree  of  his  horrible  curse  moV§  on. 
Where,  sometimes  driven  in  trembling  crews. 
Sometimes  singly,  one  hy  one, 
Israel's  elders  were  beckoned  away 
To  the  place  where  the  Christians  burn  the  Jews.- 
Till  he,  beceose  that  his  wealth  was  known. 
And  beeaase  the  king  had  debts  to  pay. 
Was  left,  At  the  last,  almost  alone 
Of  all  his  people  in  Cordova, 
A  living  man  picked  out  by  fate 
To  bear,  and  beware  of,  the  daily  jibe. 
And  add  the  same  to  the  sum  of  the  hate. 
Made  his  on  behalf  of  a  slaughtered  tribe. 


lu  the  gloomy  Ghetto's  gloomiest  spot, 
A  certain  patch  of  pHtrid  ground. 
There  is  a.  place  of  tombs  :  MoOrs  rot, 
liata  revel  there,  and  devils  abound 
By  night,  no  cross  being  there  lo  keep 
The  evil  things  in  awe:  the  dead 
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That  house  there,  sleep  no  Christian  sleep,  — 
Thoy  do  not  sleep  at  all,  it  is  said  ; 
Though  how  they  fare,  the  Fiend  bast  knowa. 
Who  neyer  vouchaafea  to  them  any  repose, 
For  their  worm  la  awake  in  the  narrow  bed, 
And  tlie  fire  that  will  never  be  quenched  ia  fed 
On  the  night  that  will  never  close. 
There  did  Rabbi  Ben  Ephcaim 
(When  he  saw,  at  length,  the  appointed  measure 
Of  misery  moted  out  to  him) 
Bury  his  books,  and  all  his  treasure- 
Books  of  wisdom  many  a  one,  ■; — 
All  the  teaching  of  all  the  ages, 
All  the  learning  ander  the  Bnn, 
Learned  by  all  the  Hebrew  sages 
To  Eliphaa  from  Solomon ; 
Not  to  mention  the  mystic  pages 
Of  Nathan  the  son  of  Sliimeon 
The  Seer,  which  treat  of  the  sacred  use 
Of  the  number  Seven  (quoth  the  Jews, 
"  A  secret  sometime  filched  from  us 
By  one  Called  Apollonius  "), 
The  science  of  the  even  and  odd, 
'.The  signs  of  the  letters  Aleph  and  Jod, 
And  the  seven  magical  nanies  of  God- 
Furthermore,  he  laid  in  store 
Many  a  vessel  of  beaten  ore, 
Pure,  massy,  rich  with  rare  device 
Of  Ploreoce-work  wrought  under  and  o'er. 
Shekels  of  silver,  and  stones  of  price, 
Sardius,  sapphire,  topaz,  more 
In  number  than  may  welt  be  told, 
Milau  stuffs,  and  merchandise 
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Of  Venice,  the  manj  times  bought  and  sold. 
He  buried  them  deep  where  none  might  mark, — 
Hid  thorn  from  siglit  of  the  liatfid  race, 
Gave  them  in  guai'd  of  the  Powers  of  the  Dark. 
And  solemnly  set  his  curse  on  the  place- 
Then  he  saddled  his  mule,  and  with  him  look 
Zillah  his  wife,  and  Hachel  his  dauglitec, 
And  Manassah  his  eon  ;  and  turned  and  Ghook 
The  dnst  from  hia  foot  on  the  place  of  slaughter. 
And  crossed  the  night,  and  fled  awaj 
(Btdking  the  hangman  of  his  prey) 
From  out  of  the  city  of  Cordova. 


Bahbi  Ben  Ephraim 

Saw  Cordova.     For  the  Lord  had  wilted 

That  the  dust  should  be  dropped  on  his  eyes  before 

The  curse  upon  Israel  was  fulfilled. 

Therefore  he  ended  the  days  of  his  life 

In  evil  limes ;  and  by  the  band 

Of  Rachel  his  daughter,  and  Zillah  his  wife. 

Was  laid'  to  rest  in  another  land. 

But,  before  his  face  Xa  the  wall  he  turned. 

As  the  eyes  of  the  women  afaout  his  bed 

Grew  hungry  and  hard  with  a  hope  unfed. 

And  the  misty  lamp  more  misty  burned, 

To  Zillah  and  Rachel  the  Rabbi  said 

Where  they  might  find,  if  fate  turned  kind. 

And  the  fires  in  Cordova,  grown  alack. 

Should  ever  snfier  their  footsteps  back, 

The  lomb  where  by  stealth  he  had  buried  his  wealth 

In  the  evil  place,  when  in  dearth  and  lack 

He  tied  from  the  foe,  and  the  stake,  and  the  rack ; 
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"  A  strand  of  colors,  clear  to  be  Seen 

By  ihe  main  black  cord  of  it  twined  between 

The  scarlet,  the  goMea,  and  the  green : 

All  tlie  length  of  iJie  Maorish  wall  the  tine 

Runs  low  with  Ma  mystic  aerpent-twiae, 

Until  he  is  broken  against  the  angle 

Where  thin  grizzled  griissea  dangle. 

Like  dead  m^n's  hairs,  froDi  Che  weeds  that  clot 

The  scarfy  side  of  a  splintered  pot. 

Upon  the  crumbled  cornice  squat, 

Gaping,  long-eai'ed,  in  his  hue  and  shape 

Like  a  Moor's  head  cut  off  at  the  nape. 

The  line,  till  it  touchca  the  angle,  follow, 

Take  pebbles  then  in  tlie  hand  and  drop 

Stone  after  stone  till  the  ground  sounds  hollow. 

Thence  walk  left,  till  there  slarls,  to  stop 

Your  stops,  a  thorn-tree  with  an  arm 

Stretched  out  as  though  some  mad  alarm 

Had  seised  upon  it  from  behind. 

It  points  the  way  until  you  find 

A  flat  square  stone,  with  lettera  cut. 

S  toop  down  to  liti  it,  't  will  not  move, 

M.ore  than  you  move  a  mountain,  but 

Upon  the  latter  which  is  third 

( )f  seven  in  the  seventh  worfl 

'Press  with  a  finger,  and  you  shove 

Its  weight  back  softly,  aa  the  South 

Turns  a  dead  roae  lighdy  over  : 

Buck  falls  it,  aud  there  yawns  earth's  mouth'. 

Wherein  the  treasure  ia  yet  to  discover. 

By  means  of  a  spirnl  cut  down  the  abpB 

To  tiiB  dead  men." 
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The  years  went  on  apace. 
Manassab  his  son,  lus  youngest  born, 
Trading  the  ialeted  Bea  for  corn. 
Was  wrecked  and  picked  up  by  the  smu^ler  boat 
Of  a  certain  prowling  Candiolc ; 
And,  being;  yoang  and  hale,  was  Bold 
Bj  the  Greek  a  bondsman  to  the  Turk. 
Zillah,  his  wife,  waxed  white  and  old, 
Rachel,  his  danghtor,  loved  not  work. 
Bob  walked  by  the  light  of  her  own  dark  eyes 
In  wicked  ways  for  the  sake  of  gain. 
Meanwhile,  Israel's  destinies 
Snrvived  the  scorching  stake,  and  Spain 
At  length  grew  weary  of  burning  men ; 
When  hungered,  and  haggard,  and  gaunt,  these 

Forlorn  Jew  women  crept  again 

Into  CordOTa  ;  because  they  knew 

Where  Eabbi  Ben  Ephraim  by  etealtJi, 

When  he  turned  his  back  on  his  own  hoase-door. 

Had  buried  the  whole  of  his  wondrous  wealth 

In  the  evil  place ;  aud  they  two  were  poor. 


So  poor  indeed,  they  had  been  constrained 
To  filch  from  the  refuse  flung  out  to  the  atre 
('Mid  the  rags  and  onion-peelings  rained 
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Where  the  TOwn'e  worBt  guMer's  worat  fllth  greets 

Wilh  his  strongest  gust  and  most  savory  sweels 

Those  blots  and  failures  of  Human  Nature, 

Kefuaed  a  uame  in  her  nomenclature, 

That  spawn  themaelves  toward  night,  and  bend 

To  lioger  the  huska  and  shucks  heaped  there) 

The  wrotched,  rat-bitten  candle-end 

"Which,  found  by  good  luck,  they  had  treasured 

Hot  a  whit  less  solemn  than  thoagh  it  were 

That  famous  work  of  the  son  of  Uri, 

The  candlestick  of  candlesticks,  — 

He  the  long-lost  light  of  Jewry, 

Whose  almond  howls  and  scented  wicks 

Were  the  hoast  of  the  desert,  and  Salem's  glory 

Of  tJie  knops  and  flowers,  with  his  branches  six! 

For  this  impoVrished,  curtailed,  flawed, 

Maltreated,  worried,  gnawed,  and  clawed 

Eemnatit  of  what  perchance  made  bright 

Onte,  for  laughter  and  delight. 

Some  chamber  gay,  with  arras  hung. 

Whose  marbles,  mirrors,  and  flowers  among 

A  lover,  his  lady's  lute  above. 

To  a  dear  dark-eyelashed  listener  sung 

Of  the  flame  of  a  never-dying  love,  — 

Ijittlo  heeding,  meanwhile,  the  fitful  spite 

Of  the  night-wind's  mad  and  mocking  sprite, 

Whiph  stealthily  in  at  the  lattice  sprung. 

And  was  wrying  the  taper's  neck  apace,  — 

Must  now,  with  its  hungry  half-starved  light. 

Make  bold  the  shuddering  flesh  to  face 

Thfe  sepulchre's  supernatural  night. 

And  llie  Powers  of  (he  Dark  keeping  guard  on  the 
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And  when  to  tha  place  of  toniLa  they  came, 

The  epotteil  diood  sunk.     Niglit  stood  bara 

Id  the  waste  uulighted  air, 

Wide-armed,  waiting,  and  aware, 

To  hocrihly  liem  tliem  in.     Tlio  flame 

The  little  candle  feebly  gave, 

As  it  winked  and  winced  iVom  grave  to  grave. 

Went  fast  ta  fiirioiiB  waste ;  the  same 

As  a  fever-tamisht  human  hope 

That  is  doomed,  from  grief  to  grief,  to  grope 

Oa  darkness  blind  to  a  tjoubtful  goal, 

And,  Bwajed  by  passion  here  and  there 

In  conflict  wilh  some  vast  despair. 

Consumes  the  substance  of  the  eoul 

In  wavering  ways  about  the  world. , 

The  deep  eoormoua  night  uofutled 

Her  t)annered  blackness  left  and  rigbt. 

Fold  heaped  on  fold,  to  mock  such  light 

With  wild  defiajice ;  no  star  pearled 

The  heavy  pall,  but  horror  hurled 

Shadow  oD  shadow ;   while  for  spile 

The  very  graves  kept  out  of  sight, 

And  heaven's  sworn  hati'ed,  winning  might 

From  earth's  ill-will,  with  darkness  curled 

Darkness,  all  space  confounding  quite, 

Bo  to  engender  night  on  night. 
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A  atrand 
Of  thorded  oolors,  clear  lo  bo  aBOn 
By  the  maia  block  dominant,  twined  between 
The  scarlet,  flie  golden,  and  the  green. 


"  Rachel,  Eaehel,  jo  walk  so  feit  1 " 
"  Mother,  the  light  will  barely  last." 
"  What  see  ye,  Rachel  t.  " 


Things  that  dangle 
l.Iairy  and  gray  o'er  the  wall's  choked  angla 
rVora  somathing  dull,  in  hne  and  shape 
Like  a  Moor's  head  cut  oif  at  the  nape. 


'^*  Once  1  twice  I  thrice  i  ....  the  earth  souu 

hollow. 
Mother,  give  me  the  hand,  and  follow," 

''  Kacliel,  the  flame  ia  backward  blowing, 
Pusht  by  the  darkness.     Where  are  we  going  i 
The  ground  is  agroan  with  catacombs! 
What  see  ye,  Rachel  ?  " 
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Yondev  comes 
A  thorn-tree,  with  a  desperalc  arm 
Flung  out  lierce  in  wild  alnrra 
Of  somadiing  whicti,  it  madly  ifeela. 
The  night  to  plague  it  yet  conceals. 
!(Jo  help  it  gets  though !     An  owl  dashed  oat 
Of  the  darkness,  steering  his  ghoBtliness  thither, 
trieil  in  a.t  tiie  t>oiigli3,  and  passed  on  with  a 

shout 
Prom  who -kcows-whence  to  who-knows-whither ; 
The  unquiet  Spirit  abro^  on  the  air 
Moved  with  a  moan  that  way,  and  spent 
A  moment  or  more  in  the  efibrt  to  Tent 
On  the  tortured  tree  which  he  came  to  scare 
The  sullen  fit  of  his  discontent ; 
But,  laughing  low  as  ho  grow  aware 
Of  the  long-already-impoaed  despair 
Of  the  terrified  thing  he  had  paused  to  torment, 
He  passed,  pursuing  his  purpose  elsewhere. 
And  ibllowod  the  whim  of  his  wicked  beut ; 
A  rheumy  glow-worm,  come  to  peer 
Into  the  hollow  tcunlt,  crawled  near, 
And  glimmered  awhile,  but  intense  fear. 
Or  tame  connivance  with  something  wrong 
Which  the  night  was  intending,  quenched  erelong 
His  lantern.     Therefore  the  tree  remains, 
Tor  all  its  gestures  void  and  vain. 
Which  still  at  their  utmost  fail  to  explain 
Any  uataral  cause  for  the  tHrror  that  strains 
Eacli  desperate  limb  to  be  freed  and  away. 
In  sheer  paralysis  of  dismay 
Struck  slark,  —  and  so,  night's  abject,  stands. 
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"  Motlisr,  the  candle  is  cowering  low 
EenealJi  the  nighl-gusC :  hoop  both  haads 
About  the  light,  and  atoop  over,  so 
Tho  wind  fnim  tbe  buffeted  flame  to  shut. 
Lest  at  onte  in  onr  eyes  the  darkness  hlow." 

■'  What  see  ye,  Ilachel  ^ " 

A  Equare  stone  cut 
With  letters.     Thick  the  raosa  ia  driven 
Through  the  graver's  woit  now  blunt  and  blurred ; 
There  be  seven  words  with  letteta  seven : 
A  finger-touch  on  tho  letter  third 
Of  seven  in  tho  seventh  word. 
And  the  stone  is  heaved  b^Jt:  earth  yawns  and 

gapes  ; 
A  eold  strikes  up  the  clammy  dark, 
Anjd  clings  :  a  spawn  of  vaporous  shapes 
Floats  out  in  Alms  :  a  sanguine  spark 
I'he  taper  spits  ;  the  snaky  stair 
Gleams,  curling  down  the  abyss  laid  hare. 
Where  Rabbi  Ben  Bphraim's  treasure  is  Wd. 


There  fhey  sat  them  down  awhile. 

With  that  terrible  joy  whieh  cacnot  smile 

Beuanse  the  heart  of  it  is  staid 

And  stunned,  as  it  were,  by  a  too-swift  pace. 

And  the  wicked  Presence  abroad  on  tho  place 

So  took  them  with  awe  that  they  rested  afraid 

Almost  to  look  into  each  other's  face. 
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Moreover,  the  nearness  of  what  should  change, 
Like  a  chaage  in  a  dream,  their  lives  forever 
Into  something  suddenly  bright  and  stranga, 
Paused  upon  them,  and  made  them  shiver. 
The  oid  woman  mumbled  at  length  :  "  I  am  old 
I  have  no  sight  the  treasure  to  find ; 
I  have  no  strength  to  rake  thu  ted  gold ; 
My  hand  is  palsied,  mine  eye  is  blind, 
Child  of  my  bosom,  I  dare  not  descend 
To  tlie  horrible  pit !  " 

And  Rachel  said : 
"I  fear  the  darkness,  I. fear  the  dead  ; 
But  the  csndle  is  burning  fast  to  the  end; 
We  waste  the  time  with  words.     Look  here! 
There  rests  hetweon  us  and  the  darlt 

A  few  short  inches Mother,  mark 

The  wasting  taper  1  ....  I  should  not  fear 
Either  the  darkness  or  the  dead, 
But  for  certjun  memories  in  my  head 

Which  daunt  me We  will  go,  ive  twain. 

Together." 

The  old  woman  cried  again : 
"  Cliild  of  my  bosom,  I  will  not  descend 
To  the  horrible  pit,  —  aiUd  the  candle-end 
la  burning  down,  God  curse  the  same ! 
I  am  old,  and  cannot  help  myself. 
Young  are  je  I     What  your  beauty  brings 
Who  knows?     I  think  ye  keep  the  pelf. 
Te  will  let  me  starve.     So  the  serpent  atinga 
The  bosom  it  lay  in  I     Are  ye  so  tame 
Of  spirit?     I  marvel  why  wa  came. 
Poverty  is  the  worst  of  things  1 " 
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Eflcliel  looked  at  the  dwindling  flame, 

And  frowned,  and  mnttered,  "Mother,  shame! 

1  fear  the  darkness,  because  there  dings 

To  my  heart  a  thought,  I  cannot  smother, 

Of  certain  things  which,  whatever  the  blame. 

Thou  wottest  of,  and  I  will  not  name; 

For  my  sins  are  many  and  heavy,  mother. 

Yet  because  I  hunger,  and  still  would  save 

Some  years  from  sin,  and  because  of  ray  brother 

Whom  the  Greek  man  sold  \ia  be  slave  to  a  slave, 

(May  the  Lord  requite  the  lying  knave  1 ) 

1  will  go  down  alone  to  the  pit. 

Thou,  therefore,  mother,  watch,  and  sit 

In  prayer  for  me,  by  the  mouth  of  the  grave. 

The  light  will  hardly  last  me,  I  fear. 

And  what  is  to  do  mast  be  quickly  done.  — 

Mercy  on  us,  mother !  .  .  .  .  Look  here ; 

Three  inches  more,  and  the  light  will  be  gone! 

Quick,  mother,  the  candle  —  quiek!  I  feat 

To  be  left  ia  the  darkness  alone." 


The  mother  sat  by  the  grave,  and  listenec 
She  waited  :  she  hoard  the  footsteps  go 
UadeB  the  earth,  wandering,  slow. 
She  looked:  deep  down  the  taper  glislsnf 
Then,  the  voice  of  Kachel  from  below : 

"  Mother,  mother,  stoop  and  hold  1 " 

And  she  flung  np  four  ouches  of  gold. 
The  old  vraman  counted  them,  ouches  foo 
Beaten  out  of  the  massy  ore. 
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"  Child  of  my  bosom,  tlessdd  art  thoa ! 
The  hand  of  the  Lord  be  yet  with  thee  1 
As  thou  art  strong  in  tlij  spirit  now, 
Maoy  and  pleasant  thy  days  shall  be. 
As  a  vine  in  a  garden,  fair  to  behoid. 
Green  in  her  brnneheB,  shaJt  thou  grow, 
And  so  have  gladness  when  thoa  arc  old. 
Rachel,  Rachel,  be  thou  bold  I 
More  gold  yet,  and  still  more  gold  ! " 

'■  Mother,  mother,  the  light  bums  low. 

The  candle  is  one  inch  shorter  now, 

And  I  dare  not  be  left  in  the  darkness  alone." 

"  Rachel,  Rachel,  go  on  1  go  on  1 

Of  thee  have  I  said.  She  ehall  not  Hhrink  i 

Thy  brother  is  yet  a  bondsman,  —  thinkl 

Yet  once  more,  —  and  he  is  free. 

And  whom  shall  he  praise  for  this  hut  thee? 

Eachel,  Rachel,  be  thou  bold  1 

Manassah  is  groaning  over  the  sea. 

Mora  gold  yet,  and  sUll  more  gold !  " 

'■Mother,  mother,  stoop  and  holdl" 

And  9hc  flung  up  from  below  again 

Cups  of  the  carven  silver  twain. 

Solid  silver  was  each  great  cop. 

The  old  woman  caught  them  as  they  came  up, 

"  Rachel,  Rachel,  well  hast  thou  done  I 

Manassnh  is  free.     Go  on  1  go  on ! 

Royal  diunties  forever  be  thine! 

Raihel's  eyes  shall  he  red  with  wine, 

Rachel's  mouth  shall  with  milk  be  filled. 
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And  her  bread  be  fat.     I  praise  thee,  mj  child. 

For  surely  thou  hast  freed  thj  brother. 

The  dead  waa  good,  but  there  resteth  another, 

And  ari  thoa  not  the  child  of  thy  mother  ' 

Ouee  more,  Rachel,  yet  once  more  1 

Thy  mother  ia  very  poor  and  old. 

Must  she  elosa  her  eyes  before 

They  sec  the  tiling  she  would  behold  t 

More  gold  yet,  and  still  more  gold  !  " 

"  Mother,  the  light  is  very  low. 

The  candle  is  wellaigh  wasted  now. 

And  I  dare  not  be  left  in  the  darkness  alone." 

"  Rachel,  Rachel,  go  on  1  go  on  I 

Much  is  done,  but  there  resteth  more. 

Te  are  young,  Rachel,  shall  it  be  told 

That  my  hones  were  laid  at  my  children's  door* 

More  gold  yet,  ajid  alJIl  more  gold  1 " 

"  Mother,  mother,  sloop  and  hold  1  " 

The  voice  came  toiler  from  beneath  ; 
An.d'she  Stitig  up  a  jewelled  sheath. 
Th  e  sheath  was  tliick  with  many  a  gem ; 
Thie  old  woman  carefully  counted  them. 
"  Rachel,  Rachel,  thee  must  I  praise. 
Who  miikest  pleasant  thy  mother's  days. 
Sleee^d  be  thoa  in  all  tliy  ways  1 
Surely  for  this  must  I  praise  thee,  my  daughter, 
:And  therefore  in  fulness  shalt  thon  dwell 
'JiS  a  fruitful  flg-troe  beside  the  water 
That  layeth  her  green  leaves  over  the  well. 
More  gold,  Rachel,  yet  again  1 


lor.;:,.  Google 


3SS     CHRONICLES  AND    CHARACTilRS. 

And  we  shall  have  houses  and  servants  in  Spain, 
And  thou  ahalt  walk  with  the  wealthiest  ladies. 
And  fairest,  in  Cordova,  Seville,  or  Cadiz, 
And  tliou  shalt  be  wooed  as  a  Queen  should  lie. 
And  tended  upon  as  the  proud  are  tended, 
And  the  algazuls  shall  doff  to  thee, 
For  thy  lace  shall  he  bright«ned,  thy  raiment  h 

splendid. 
And  no  man  shall  call  thco  an  evil  name. 
And  thou  shalt  no  longer  remember  thy  shame. 
And  thy  mother's  eyes,  as  she  waxes  old. 
Shall  see  the  thing  she  would  behold  — 
More  gold  yet,  and  still  more  gold  1  " 

"  Mother,  the  light  is  very  low  — 
Outl  out !,  ...  Ah  God,  they  are  on  me  now 
Mother  "  (the  old  woman  hears  mith  a  groan), 
"  Leave  me  not  hero  in  the  darkness  alone  I  " 

The  mother  sits  by  the  grave,  and  listens. 
She  waits  :  she  hears  the  footsteps  go 
Far  under  the  earth  ^  bewildered  —  slow. 
She  looks  :  the  light  no  longer  glietens. 
Still  the  voice  of  Sachel  from  below, 

"  Mother,  mocher,  they  have  me,  and  hold  1 
Mother,  there  is  a  curso  on  thy  gold  ! 
Mercy  I  mercy  !     The  light  is  gone,  — 
Leave  me  not  here  in  the  darkness  alone,. — 
Mother,  mother,  help  me  and  save  1 " 
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^T^^    Lore's  native  land  is.     There  the  seas, 

gg^a^l  the  skies, 

Are  blue  and  Inoid  as  the  looks,  the  air 
Fei'vld  and  frugrant  aa  the  breath  and  hair 
Of  Beauty's  Queen ;  whose  gi'tidous  godahip  dwells 
In  that  dear  island  of  delicious  dells, 
'Mid  lavish  lights  and  languid  glooms  divine. 
There  doth  fllie  her  sly  dainty  sceptre  twine 
With  seabank  myrtle  spray,  and  roses  sweet 
And  full  as,  when  the  lips  of  lovers  meet 
The  ftiflt  strange  time,  iheir  sndden  kisses  be  : 
Tbere  doth  she  lightly  reign  :  there  holdeth  she 
Hor  laughing  oonrt  in  gieam  of  lemon  groves  ; 
The  waatoa  mother  of  unnumbered  Loves  ! 

What  earthly  creature  hath  Dame  Tenns'  grace 

Dowered  so  divinely  sweet  of  form  and  face 

As  that  she  may,  nnshntned  in  Cupid's  stnile, 

lie  sovereign  lady  of  this  lovely  isle  f 

Sure,  Venus,  not  so  blind  as  some  aver 

Was  tJiy  bold  boy,  what  time,  in  search  of  her 

Thou   bad'st  him   seek,  he   roamed  the   seas  a!l 

And  barbarous  lands  beyond  ;  since  be  hath  found 
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This  wonder  out ;  whose  perfect  sweetness  seen 
The  fftir  fulfilment  of  his  own  fond  dreams  : 
And  Kale  Cornai'o  is  the  Island  Queen. 


A  Queen  :  a  child;  fsir;  happy:  Bcarce  nineteen! 

In  whose  white  hands  )ier  little  Eceptre  lies, 

Liiko  a  new-gathered  floweret,  in  surprise 

At  being  there.     To  keep  her  what  she  is,  — 

A  thing  too  rare  for  the  familiar  kiss 

Of  household  loves, — wifehood  and  motherhood, — 

Fit  only  to  ho  delicately  wnoed 

With  wooings  fine  and  fi'oliinomc  as  those 

Wherewith  the  sweet  West  woos  a  small  blush- 


Ere  she  couid  miss  them,  into  the  soft  shade 
Of  flowery  graves.     She  doth  not  feel  afrnd 
To  be  alone.     Because  she  hath  her  toy. 
Her  pretty  kingdom.     And  it  is  her  joy 
To  dandle  the  doll-people,  and  he  kind 
And  earefal  lo  it,  as  a  child.     Each  wind 
O'  the  world  on  her  smooth  eyelids  lightly  breathes. 
As  morn  upon  a  lily  whence  frail  wroatha 
Of  little  dew-drops  hang,  easily  troubled, 
As  such  things  are.     The  June  sun's  Joy  Is  doub- 
led, 
Biiining  through  sliadow  in  her  golden  hair. 
Light-wedded,  and  lighl>widowed,  and  unaware 
Of  auy  sort  of  sorrow  doth  she  seeiu  ; 
Albeit  the  rimes  are  stormy,  and  do  teem 
With  tumult  round  her  tiny  throne.     Piimrose, 
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Pert  violet,  hardy  vetch,  —  no  blossom  blows 
In  March  less  tonscious  of  a  cloudy  aky, 
More  sweet  in  sullen  seBKoo.     Days  go  by 
Daintily  round  her.     If  her  crown's  light  weight 
Upon  iier  forehead  fair  and  delicate     . 
Leave  the  least  violet  stain,  when  laid  away 
At  close  of  some  great  summer  holiday, 
Hci'  lovers  kiss  the  sweet  mark  smooth  and  nhile 
Ere  it  can  pain  her.     She  hath  great  delight 
In  little  things;  and  of  great  things  small  care. 
The  people  love  hor  ;  though  the  nobles  are 
Wayward    and    wild.     Yet   fears   she   not,   nor 

shrinks 
To  show  she  fears  not.    "  For  In  troth,"  she  thinks, 
"  My  Uncla  Andrew,  and  my  Uncle  Mark, 
Have  care  of  me."     And,  Irnly,  daivn  or  dark. 
These  Uncles  Mark  and  Andrew,  busiest  two 
In  Cyprus,  find  no  lack  of  work  to  do  ; 
Go  up  and  down  the  noisy  little  state, 
Silent  all  day :  and,  when  the  night  is  late, 
Write  letters,  which  she  does  not  care  to  read, 
{The   Ten,   she   knows,  will   ponder  them  with 

To  Venice — ^not  so  fiir  from  Cyprus'  shore. 
But  what  the  shadow  of  St.  Mark  goes  o'er 
The  narrow  sea  to  touch  her  isliuid  throne. 


She  is  herself  a  dove  from  Venice  flown 
Not  so  long  since  but  what  her  snowy  breast 
Is  yet  scarce  warm  within  its  new-fbund  nest.  - 
Whence  sings  she  o'er  the  grave  of  Giacomo 
Songs  taught  her  by  St.  Marlt. 
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Cristofero 
(He  of  the  four  stone  shields  which  jou  may  spy. 
Thrice  striped,  thrice  spotted  with  the  mitlbercy, 
111  ithe  great  aunlight  o'er  that  femous  stair 
Whose  marble  white  is   warcaed  with  rosi 

wiiBi-e 
The  crownings  were  once)  wore  the  ducal  hi 
ii!  Venice,  on  that  jovous  July  morn 
■I'hen  all  along  the  liquid  streets,  paved  red 
With  rich  reflections  of  clear  crimson  spread, 
Or  gorgeoos  omnge  gay  with  glowing  fr" 
From  bustling  balconies  above,  to  tinge 
The  lucid  highways  with  new  lustres,  best 
Befitting  that  day's  pride,  the  blithe  folk  pressed 
About  St.  Pnul's,  beneath  the  palace  door 
Of  Mark  Comaro  ;  where  the  Bueentor 
Was  w^ting  with  the  Doge ;  to  see  Queen  Kate 
Come  smiling  in  her  robes  of  marriage  state 
Through  the  crammed  causeway,  glimmering  down 

between 
The  sloped  bright-banded  poles,  beneath  the  green 
Sea-weeded  walls ;  cpnteilt  to  catch  quick  gleams 
Of  her  robe's  tissue  stiff  with  strong  gold  seams 
From  throat  to  foot,  or  mantle's  sweeping  shine 
Of  raurrey  saiin  lined  with  ermine  fine. 
Fiushing  the  white  warmth  it  encircled  glad, 
A  sparkling  karkaneC  of  gems  she  hod 
About  her  fair  throat.     Such  strong  splendors  piled 
So  heavily  upon  so  slight  a  child 
Made  Venice  prond  :  becanse  in  little  things 
Her  greatness  thus  seemed  gieatest. 

His 
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The  mellow  disk  of  a  mild  daylight  moon 
Was  hanging  wan  in  the  warm  azure  air, 
When  the  great  clarions  all  began  to  blare 
Farewell.     And,  underneath  a  cloudless  sky 
Over  a  calmAl  sea,  with  minstrelsy. 
The  baby  Queen  to  Cyprus  sailed 
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^^^y?   Makefi  all  GO  dim  around  cae?    No,  the 

^Sc%p|  Ib  come  already.    See  I  through  yonder 

Alone  in  the  gmy  air,  that  star  again  — 
Wliich  ahinee  so  wan,  I  need  to  call  it  mine 
For  its  pale  face  ;  like  Countess  Jacqueline 
Who  TCigiied  in  Brabant  once  ....  that  'e  years 

ago, 
I  called  so  mach  mine,  then  ;  bo  much  seemed  so! 
And  see,  my  own  I  —  of  all  those  things,  my  star 
(Because  God  hang  it  there,  in  heaven,  so  far 
Above  the  reach  and  want  of  those  hard  men) 
la  all  they  have  not  lafcen  from  me.     Then 
I  call  it  still  My  Star.     Why  not?     The  dust 
Hath  claimed  ljie  dust :  no  more.    And  moth  and 

May  rot  the  throne,  the  kingly  purple  fiay :  — 
What  then  ?    Yon  slar  saw  liingdoms  rolled  away 
Ere  mine  was  taken  from  me.     It  survives. 
Bat  think,  beloved,  —  in  that  high  life  of  lives, 
When  our  souls  see  the  suns  themselves  hum  low 
Beforo  that  Sun  of  Bighteonsness,  —  and  know 
•  This  poem  has  Ijecii  alrsady  prinwa  in  Uie  "  Wwderer," 
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What  is,  and  was,  befgre  the  suns  were  lit,  — 
How  Love  is  all  ia  all  ,  .  .  .  Look,  look  at  it, 
My  Siar  —  God's  star — lor  being  God'a  'tis  mine: 

shiae  — 
The  old  wan  beam,  which  I  have  watched  erenow 
So  many  a  wretched  night,  when  this  poor  brow 
Aclied  'neath  tlie  sorrows  of  its  thorny  crown. 
Its  crown  /  ....  ah,  droop  not,  dear,  tliose  fond 

eyes  down. 
No  gem  in  all  that  shattered  coronet 
Was  half  so  precions  as  tho  tear  which  wet 
JuBt  now  this  pale  sick  forehead.     O  my  own. 
My  hnsband,  need  was  that  I  shonld  have  known 
Much   sorrow,  —  mora   than  moat  Queens,— all 

Ere,  dying,  I  could  hlesa  thee  for  the  home 
Far  dearer  than  the  palace,  —  call  thj  tear 
The  costliest  gem  that  ever  sparkled  here. 

Enfold  me,  my  tieloT^d.     One  more  kias. 
O,  I  must  go  I     'T  was  willed  I  shonld  not  miss 
Life's  secret,  ere  I  left  it.     And  now  see  — 
My  lips  touch  thine  —  thine  arm  encircles  roe  — 
The  seeret  'a  found  —  God  beckons  —  I  must  go. 
Earth's  best  is  given.  — Heaven's  tnm  is  come  \a 

How  much  its  host  earlh's  best  may  jet  exceed. 

Lest  earlh's  should  seem  the  very  heat  indeed. 

So  we  must  part  a  little  ;  but  not  long. 

I  seem  to  see  it  alL     My  lands  belong 

To  Philip  still ;  but  thine  will  be  my  grave, 

(The  only  strip  of  land  which  I  could  save  I) 

Not  much,  but  wide  enough  for  some  lew  flowers. 
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Thon  'It  plant  there,  by  and  by,  in  later  hours  : 
Duko  Humphry,  when  they  tell  him  I  am  dead 
(And   eo  youug  H>o),  will  sigli,  and  shake  hi9 

And,  if  his  wife  sliould  chide,  "  Poor  Jacqnelina," 
He  '11  add,  "you  know  she  never  could  be  mine." 
And  men  will  say,  when  some  one  epeaks  of  me, 
"  Alas,  it  was  a  piteous  history, 
The  life  of  that  poor  Countess  !  "     For  the  rest 
Will  never  know,  my  love,  how  I  was  blost. 
Some  few  of  my  poor  Zealandera,  perchance. 
Will  keep  kind  memoviea  of  me ;  and  in  Franco 
Some  minstrel  sing  my  story.     Pitiless  John 
Will  prosper  still,  no  doubt,  as  he  has  done, 
And  still  praise  God  with  blood  upon  the  Rood- 
Philip  will,  doobflesa,  still  be  called  "  The  Good," 
And  men  will  curse  and  kill :  and  the  old  giune 
Will  weary  out  new  hands :  the  love  of  fame 
Will  sow  new  sios  :  thou  wilt  not  be  renowned : 
And  I  shall  lie  quite  quiet  nnder  grouad. 
My  life  is  a  torn  book.     But  at  the  end 
A  little  page,  quite  fair,  is  saved,  mj  fl'iend, 
Wheve  thou  didst  write  thy  name.      No  stain  is 

Ho  blot,  — from  marge  to  mai^e  all  pure,  —  uo 

The  last  page,  saved  from  all,  and  writ  by  thee. 
Which  I  shall  take  safe  up  to  Heaven  with  me. 
All 's  not  in  vain,  since  this  be  so.     Dost  grieve  1 
Beloved,  I  beseech  thee  to  believe. 
Although  this  be  the  last  page  of  my  life. 
It  is  my  heart's  first,  only  one.     Thy  wife, 
Poor  though  she  be,  O  rhoii  sole  wealth  of  mine, 
Is  happier  than  the  Countess  Jarajucline  1 
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And  since  tnj  heart  owns  thine,  aaj  —  am  1  not 
A  Queen,  ray  chosen,  though  by  all  forirot? 
Though  all  fiiraake,  yet  is  not  this  thy  hand? 
I,  a.  lone  wanderer  in  a  darkened  land, 
1,  a  poor  pilgrim  with  no  staff  of  hope, 
I,  a  late  traveller  down  the  evening  slope. 
Where  any  spark,  the  glow-worm's,  by  the  way. 
Had  been  a  light  to  bless  ....  have  I,  O  say, 
Not  fbnnd,  beloved,  in  thy  lender  eyos, 
A  light  more  sweet  than  morning's  f    As  there  dies 
Some  day  of  storm  all  glorious  in  its  even, 
My  life  grows  loveliest  as  it  fades  in  Heaven. 

This  earthly  honse  breaks  np.     This  flesh  mnst 

lade" 
So  many  shocks  of  grief  slow  breach  have  made 
In  the  poor  frame.     Wrongs,  insnlts,  treacheries, 
Hopes  broken  down,  and  memory  which  sighs 
In,  like  a  night  wind !     Life  was  never  meant 
To  bear  so  much  in  such  frail  tenement. 
Why  should  we  seek  to  patch  and  plaster  o'er 
This  shattered  roof,  erusht  windows,  broken  door. 
The  light  already  shines  through  ?   ]jjt  them  break  1 

Yet  would  I  gladly  live  fbr  thy  dear  sake, 

O  ray  heart's  first  and  last,  if  that  could  be  ! 

In  vain  I  .   .   .   .  yet  grieve  not  tbou.      I  shall  not 

England  again,  and  those  while  cliffs ;  nor  ever 
Again  those  four  gray  towers  beside  the  river. 
And  London's  roaring  bridges  ;  nevermore 
Those  windows  with  the  markei^atallB  before. 
Where  the  red-kirtled  market-girls  went  by 
In  the  graat  square,  beneath  the  great  gray  sky, 
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In  Brussels  :  nor  in  Holland,  night  or  day, 
Watth  ihoae  long  lines  of  eiego,  and  fight  at  bay 
Among  my  brolien  army,  in  default 
Of  GloncciSler's  feiling  forces  from  Hainanlt ; 
Kor  shall  I  pace  again  those  gardens  green. 
With  their  clipt  alleys,  where  f  hey  called  me  Qneen, 
In  Brabant  once.     For  all  these  things  are  gone. 
But  thee  I  shall  behold,  my  chosen  one. 
Though  we  should  seem  whole  worlds  on  worlds 

Because  thon  wilt  be  erer  in  my  heart. 

Nor  shall  I  leave  tliee  wholly.     I  shall  be 

Ac  evening  thought,  —  a  momiug  dream  to  thee,  — 

A  ^ence  in  thy  Lie  when,  throagh  the  night. 

The  bell  stnkes,  or  the  sun,  with  sinking  light. 

Smites  all  the  empty  windows.     As  there  spronC 

Daisies,  and  dimpling  tuHs  of  violets,  out 

Among  the  grass  where  some  corpse  lies  asleep, 

So  round  thy  life,  where  I  lie  buried  deep, 

A  thousand  little  tender  thoughts  shall  spring, 

A  thousand  gentle  memories  wind,  and  cliug. 

O,  promise  me,  my  own,  before  my  soul 

Is  houBCless,  —  let  the  gteat  world  turn  and  roll 

Upon  its  way,  unvext  ....  lis  pomps,  its  powers  ! 

The  dust  s^th  to  the  dust  ....  "the  eartli  Vs 

I  would  not,  if  I  could,  be  Queen  again, 
Tor  all  the  walls  of  the  wide  world  contain. 
Ba  thou  concent  with  silence.  Who  would  raise 
A  little  dust  and  noise  of  human  praise. 
If  he  could  see,  in  yonder  distance  dim, 
The  silent  eye  of  God  that  watches  him  t 
O,  couldst  thon  see  all  that  I  see  tfl-night 
UpoLi  the  brinks  of  the  great  Infinite  ! 
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.  Mj  love,  bnt  we 
Our  treaauro  where  do  thieves  break  in  and  sWal 
Have  stored,  I  trust.  Earth's  weal  is  not  our  weal. 
Let  the  world  mind  its  business  —  peace  or  war ; 
Ours  is  elsewhere.  Look,  look,  —  my  star,  my  star! 
It  grows,  it  glows,  it  spreads  in  light  nnfnrled  ;  — 
Said  I,  "my  star?"     No  star  —  a  world  —  God's 

What  hymns  adown  the  jasper  sea  are  rolled  ? 

Even  to  these  sick-pillows  !     Who  iufoM 

White  wings  about  me?    Rest,  rest,  rest  ....  I 

O  love,  I  think  that  I  am  near  tny  homo. 
Whence  was  that  music?    Wasit  Heaven's  I  heard? 
"  Write  '  Blessed  are  the  dead  that  die  i'  the  Lord, 
Because  they  rest,' "  .  .  .  .  hecausB  their  toil  is  o'er. 
The  voice  of  weeplug  shall  be  heard  no  more 
In  the  Eternal  City.     Neither  dying 
Nor  sickness,  pain  nor  sorrow,  neither  cryiug, 
For  Gtod  shall  wipe  away  all  tears.    Best,  rest  .... 
Thy  hand,  my  hnshacd,  —  so  —  upon  thy  breast ! 


Plack  ih£  pale  s  ^ 
TluU  haunts  in  deivy  courts,  and  ahum  the  1% 
Gather  dim  vi(^eis  and  the  wild  ^^ight. 
That  pieen  old  ruined  walls  doiA  oiiersprinkle  -■ 
And  caU,  to  keep  her  coiitpan!/ 
In  death,  rue,  sage,  and  rosemary, 
Aadfioaietg  ihi/iiiejrom  theJaiiU  bed  o'  ike  bee; 
For  Ihey,  whea  Sammer  's  o'er,  make  saiior  sweet 
To  cheriA  Winter:  streui.bloclc-ynlcid doae. 
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And  mint,  tmd  marjoram,  to  make  wy  love 
A  nustg  fiagranEe  far  her  teiadlngsheet. 
BtU  pull  not  tip  red  lulips,  nor  the  rose. 
For  these  he  Jiaiatting  jtomera  thai  live  i'  the  worM'a 
gatf  sliaws. 
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y,  on=  Df  thtae  nun^ons  faseiii.  conn 
inj!  the  "  AgCB  of  FalUi."    Thsnce,  after  i 


S^^^gjlHE  whole  day  long  had  been  ivild  and 

^^■^^    With  a  heavy  forewaraing  of  what  was 

There  had  been   indeed,  no  snch  borrible  sWrm 

Tor  n  mv  a  year,  men  say,  in  Rome. 

I  remember  it  turst  jnEt  after  tbe  close 

Ot  the  day  when  the  dead  Pope  was  laid  in  the 


Hare,  before  I  am  further  gone  with  his  story, 
It  is  fit  I  shonld  mention  that,  when  he  died, 
He  was  of  n  good  old  age  ;  grown  hoary 
III  wearing  the  while  robe,  well  descried 
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By  aianer  and  saint  and  calediumes, 

J-adsc  geaUura,  mimdi  bimen  ! 

Of  a  truth,  he  liad  sat  bo  long  in  Home, 

Sat  so  long  in  Peter's  chair, 

Ruling  the  world,  that  he  was  come 

To  keep  his  power  apart  irom  caie. 

His  hairs  were  few,  and  white 

With  the  hoar  of  many  years  ; 

His  eyes  were  Rimy,  and  weak, 

And  hamid,  and  heavy,  and  wan  : 

And  all  the  look  of  the  m&a 

Was^as  dull,  and  feeble,  and  bleak 

As  the  watery  blunt  starlight, 

And  thin  snow,  of  a,  north  March  night. 

When  its  wearied  face  appears 

Bathed  cold  in  a  clammy  gray. 

Before  Che  slnj^iiih  season  cleara 

Bartb's  winter  rubbish  away. 

Tet  Winter's  wine-cup  cheers 

The  dull  heart  of  his  discontent. 

While  the  joy  of  his  jolly  hearth  endears 

His  home  in  the  frosty  element ; 

And,  whatever  the  fretful  fblk  may  say, 

Tbis  Pope  was  a  pleasant  Pope,  and  a  gay. 

For  what  should  trouble  his  merriment  ? 

There  'a  many  a  text,  ....  and  this  comes  j 

"  Domimis  me  l(sl(ficat," 

And,  "  F3a  hoirdnmi)  usqiieguo 

Graoi  cordef"     David,  too, 

Sayeth  in  Che  psalm,  "  In  Deo 

ExiJii^,"  also,  "  meo 

In  corde  tu  l(^iiiam 

Dedisli"      S^th  he,  "  Dormiaia 

In  pace"     Where  'a  the  harm  of  that  t 
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So  (since  it  is  better  M  laugh  than  weep) 

Leaving  the  wolf  to  look  after  she  sheep, 

Whilst  ever  tlie  stormy  nobles  raved, 

And  the  wickedneiss  ran  over  in  Rome, 

And  sititiers,  grown  stout,  refused  to  be  saved. 

Save  now  and  then  by  a  martyrdoni. 

He  smiled,  and,  warming  his  heart  with  wine. 

Daily,  gayly  quaffed  ttie  cup. 

Albeit  there  were  some  who  seemed  to  opine. 

By  their  buHbd.  faces  and  do^erel  verses, 

TImt  the  cup  so  qnaifed  was  tilled  with  curses, 

Averring,  as  their  spleen  dictated, 

That,  to  daim  the  price  of  its  filline  up 

With   the  much-wronged   blood   of  His   bruised 

The  dreadful  unseen  Viniager  waited 

Aware  at  the  gate.     But  we  all  of  ns  know 

The  DevQ  is  apt  to  quote  Scripture  eo  ; 

And  what  harm  if  aiill,  as  those  famona  keys 

Of  Che  double  world's  appointed  porter. 

From  tlie  good  man's  girdle  hung  at  their  ease. 

While  the  days  grew  chillier,  dai'ker,  shorter. 

The  cellar  key  in  the  cellar  door 

( More  nimhle  than  each  of  those  rusty  twins] 

Daily,  gayly,  all  the  more 

Made  music  among  the  vaultit  and  bins  % 


For  0,  what  a  paradise  was  there, 
Set  open  by  that  kindly  key  I 
Joyons,  gontje,  dehonair. 
The  sonl  of  every  grape  that  dwells 
By  Tuscan  slopes,  o'er  Umhrian  dells. 
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Or  else,  where,  oft,  in  aznre  idr, 

Hound  serane  Parthenope 

Witless  wandering  everywhere, 

Drunben  sings  the  sultry  bee. 

Or  where,  purpling  tomba  of  kings, 

Castel  d'  Aso's  violet  apriogs : 

MonlepulciaQO,  Che  master-vine ; 

Chianle,  that  comforts  the  Florentine ; 

With  many  a  merry-hearted  wine 

From  Dante's  own  delicioos  vate. 

Whose  sweetness  hangs,  in  odors  frail 

Of  woods  and  flowers,  round  many  a  tale 

Of  tears,  along  the  lordly  line 

Of  the  acomfnl  Qhibeiine,— 

Dante's  vale,  and  Love's,  and  mine, 

The  pleasant  vale  of  the  Casentine  I 

Nor  taeked  there  many  and  many  a  nain 

Of  kingly  gifts,  —  the  choicest  gain 

Of  terraced  cities  over  the  sea : 

The  flery  essence  of  fierce  Spain, 

The  soul  of  sunburnt  Sicily, 

The  Prankish,  Rhenish,  vintage,  all 

The  purple  piide  of  Foitugal,  — 

Whole  troops  of  powers  c^stial, 

The  slayers  of  sullen  Pain ! 

O  what  spirits  strong  and  subtle  ! 

Whether  to  quicken  the  pulses'  play. 

And  dance  the  world,  like  a  weaver's  shuttle 

To  and  fro  in  the  dazzling  loom 

Where  Fancy  weaves  her  wardrobe  gay ; 

Or  soften  to  faiotness,  sweet  as  the  fume 

From  silver  censers  swung  alway 

To  music,  making  a  mellow  gloom, 

The  loo  intrusive  light  of  the  day. 
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Some  that  bathe  the  wearied  brain, 
And  ualje  Uie  knotted  hair 
On  the  puckered  brows  of  Care  [ 
Soothe  from  heavy  ejes  the  fitain 
Of  teaiB  too  long  represt ;  make  iait 
Wilh  their  transcendent  influence 
Pate's  frown ;  or  feed  with  nectar-food 
The  iips  of  Longing,  and  dispense 
To  the  tired  soul  despaired-of  good  ; 
Others  that  stir  in  the  startled  blood 
Like  Ciagling  Irtiinpet  notes  intense. 
To  waken  the  martial  mood. 
By  the  mere  faint  thought  of  it,  well  I  wis 
Such  a  heaven  on  earth  were  hardly  amias 
And  I  liold  it  no  crime  to  set  it  in  rhyme 
That  I  think  a  man  might  pass  his  lime 
111  company  worse  Ihao  this. 


But,  however  we  pass  Time,  he  passes  still. 
Passing  a,way  H;hfttever  the  pastime. 
And,  whether  we  ose  liira  well  or  ill, 
Some  day  he  gives  us  the  slip  for  the  last  time. 
Even  a  Pope  must  finish  his  fill, 
And  follow  his  time,  be  it  least  time  or  fast  time. 
As  it  happened  with  this  same  Pope.     Mo  doubt 
What  sleep  was  his  after  that  last  bout. 
When  he  could  not  wake  I  so  they  laid  him  out. 
"  He  is  gone,"  they  said,  "where  there  's  no  return- 
ing. 
Of  the  college  who  is  the  next  to  come  ?  " 
Then  they  set  the  bells  tolling,  the  tapers  burning, 
And  bore  him  up  into  Peter's  dome. 
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And  diBt  da;  the  whole  world  mounied  with  E^nne. 


Now,  iift«  the  orgnn's  drowning  not« 

Grew  lioaree,  then  hiisht,  in  his  golden  throat. 

And  the  latest  loiterer,  slacking  his  walk, 

Cast  one  lost  glance  nt  the  catafalk. 

And,  passing  ihe  door,  renewed  h^s  talk 

As  to  that  last  rtud  of  Prince  Colonna,  — 

"  What  villages  burned  1  and  what  hope  of  iadem- 

The  Beauty  fVom  Venice  (or  wss  it  Verona'') 

With  the  nimbns  of  red  gold  hair,  God  blesa  herl 

And  who  should  be  the  late  Pope's  suceesaoc  1 

I  say  —  that,  as  soon  as  the  crowd  was  gone. 

And  never  a  face  remained  in  sight. 

As  the  tapers  were  brightening  in  chapels  dim, 

Just  aiH)ut  the  time  of  the  coming  on 

And  settling  down  of  the  ghostly  light. 

The  sudden  silence  so  startled  him 

That  (he  dead  Pope  rose  up. 


And,  first,  he  fumbled,  and  stretched  his  hand, 

Feeliag  for  the  accustomed  cup  ; 

For  Ihe  taste  of  the  wine  was  yet  in  his  mouth ; 

And,  finding  it  not,  and  vest  with  drouth. 

Feebly,  as  ever,  he  called  out. 

For  a  Pope  .  .  .  ,  what  need  has  a  Pope  to  shout. 

Whose  feeblest  whisper  from  land  1o  land 

Is  echoed,  east,  west,  and  north,  and  south  ! 
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But,  no  one  coining  to  his  commana, 

He  rubbed  his  eyes,  and  iooked  about, 

And  saw,  throngh  a  swimming  mist,  each  face 

Of  hia  predecessors,  gone  to  Grace 

Many  a  centnry  ago. 

Sternly  staring  at  Mm  so 

(From  their  marble  seats,  a  raournfnl  row) 

As  wlio  should  say,  "  Be  cheerful,  pray  1 

Make  tlio  bast  of  it  as  jou  may ; 

We  are  all  of  us  here  in  the  same  sad.  case  ; 

Each  in  hia  turn,  we  must  one  by  one  die. 

Even  the  beat  of  us, — 

God  help  the  rest  of  us  1 

Tonr  turn,  friend,  now.     Make  no  grimaoa. 

Consider  sic  transit  gloria  mimdi  !  " 

He  began  to  grow  aware  of  the  place. 

A  settling  strangeness  more  and  more 

Crept  over  him,  never  felt  befiire. 

As  be  stept  down  to  the  marble  floor. 

He  looked  up,  and  down,  above  him,  and  under, 

Filled  vith  nncomtbrCable  wonder. 

What  should  persaade  him  that  he  was  dead  f 

A  horrible  humming  in  the  bead  1 

A  giddy  lightness  about  the  feet  ? 

Last  night's  wine,  and  this  night's  heat  I 

Where  were  the  Sainl^  and  Apostles,  each 

With  the  bird  or  beast  that  belongs  to  him. 

Bach  on  a  cushion  of  cloud,  —  no  film, 

Bnt  solid  and  smooth  like  a  pale-colored  peach  ,' 

In  a  holy  hurrj  the  hand  to  reach 

Down  to  him  out  of  the  glory  dim. 

Where  the  multitudinous  cherubim, 
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With  winged  heaiJa,  and  wonderful  ejea 

Wide  open,  are  watching  in  dna  surprise 

How  Heaven  puts  on  its  holiday  trim 

To  welcome  a  Pope  when  he  disB? 

He  could  guess  by  the  incense  afloat  on  the  air 

Some  Berrice  not  yet  bo  long  o'er 

But;  what  he  might  have  slept  unawara, 

Nor  yet  quite  waked.     What  alone  made  hira  feal 

Was  that  draperied,  lighted,  black  thing  there, 

Not  quite  like  a  couch,  aud  XsX)  much  like  a  bier. 

But  anyhow,  "  Wlieretbre  linger  here  t  " 

And,  pushing  the  heavy  curtain  by 

That  flapped  in  the  portal,  the  windy  floor 

Sucking  its  flat  hem  sullenly. 

He  passed  out  through  the  great  chnrch  door. 


So  forth,  on  the  vacant  terrace  there, 

Overlooldug  tbs  mighty  elope 

Of  never^aidiug  marble  stair, 

'Twixt  the  great  church  and  the  great  square, 

Stood  the  dead  Pope. 

Ou  either  side  glade  heaped  on  glade 

Of  colossal  colonnade. 

Lost,  at  last,  in  vague  and  vast 

Recesses  of  repeated  shade 

By  those  stupendous  columns  cast; 

In  midst  of  which,  as  they  sang  and  played, 

(Fire  and  sound!)  the  fountains  made 

Under  the  low  faint  starlight,  laid 

Not  far  above  their  splendors  bright. 

Fresh  interchange  of  laughters  light, 

Mixt  with  the  murmur  of  the  might 
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Of  royal  Rome  which,  dim  in  eight, 

Bevelling  under  the  redncsa  wide 

Of  lamps  now  winliing  from  hollow  and  height. 

With  a  voice  of  pride  on  every  side 

Lay  ready  to  receive  the  night. 


Thus,  alt  at  once,  and  all  around. 

The  silence  changed  itsdf  to  sound 

More  horrible  than  mere  silence  is,  — 

TiiB  sound  of  a  life  no  longer  his. 

Fresh  terror  seized  hiui  where  he  stood ; 

Or  the  fear  that  followed  him,  shifting  ground, 

Fresh  onslaught  made ;  and  he  rested  afraid 

To  call  or  stir,  like  a  siek  owl,  strayed 

From  a  witches'  cave  hack  again  to  the  wood 

Wherein,  meanwhile,  tho  noisy  brood 

Of  little  birds,  with  lusty  voice, 

Made  free  of  his  presence,  begin  to  rejoice, 

And  ho  halts  in  alarm  lest,  perchance,  if  he  cries  ot 

Those  creatures,  fit  only  to  furnish  him  food. 

Already  by  liberty  rendered  loquacious. 

Picking  up  heart,  and  becoming  audacious. 

Should  forthwith  fall  to  pecking  his  eyes  out^ 


Indeed,  onet^ight  feirly  Burmise 
From  the  noise  in  the  streets,  the  shouts  and  cr 
That  all  the  men  and  women  in  Rome, 
From  the  People's  Gate  to  St,  Peter's  Dome, 
Though  clad  in  mourning,  each  and  all. 
Were  malting  the  moat  of  some  festival : 
Walking,  driving,  talking,  striviog, 
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Bach  with  tha  rest,  to  lio  his  best 

To  add  to  the  tumult ;  each  contrivine 

To  make,  in  pucsnit  of  his  special  joys. 

Something  more  than  the  usual  noise. 

Sinee  it  ia  not  every  day  in  tlie  week 

That  ono  Pope  dios,  and  another  's  lo  seek. 

Such  an  event  is  a  thing  to  treasure: 

For  a  general  mourning  's  a  general  meeting,  — 

A  Bort  of  geoeral  grief-competing, 

Which  leads,  of  course,  to  a  general  greeting 

(Not  to  mention  tiie  general  drinking  and  eating) 

That  is  quite  a  general  pleasure. 


The  universal  a 


a  word,  you  could  hardly  underrate. 
So  much  to  talk  of,  so  much  to  wonder  at  I 
The  Ambassadors,  first,  of  every  nation, 
EepresDnting  tha  whole  world's  tribulation. 
Each  of  them  grander  than  the  other. 
In  due  gradation  for  admiration; 
Horn  they  iookt,  how  they  spoke,   what   sort   of 

speeches  ? 
What  sort  of  mantles,  eoats,  collars,  and  breeches  1 
Then,  the  CardinaU,  all  in  a  sumptuous  smother 
Of  piety,  warmed  by  the  expectation 
Which  gtowedin  tha bieastof each  Eminent  Brother 

Much,  he  hoped,  to  each  Eminent  Brother's   vexa- 

And  then,  the  Archbishops,  and  Bishops,  and  Priors, 
And  Abbots,  and  orders  of  various  Friars, 
Treading  like  men  tljat  are  ti'Siidi  iij,-  on  briers, 
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Doubtfiil  whom,  in  the  new  race  now  for  the  State 

They  should  hasten  to  claim  as  thoif  hopeful  pa- 

The  Nobles,  too,  and  their  Noble  Families, 

Prouder  each  than  the  very  devil, 

Yet  tnmed,  all  at  once,  appullmgl;  civil. 

And  masking  their  noble  animoeiliea 

For  the  sake  of  combining  further  atrocities  ; 

And,  after  each  of  the  Noble  Families, 

Each  Noble  Family's  fdthful  Following; 

Who,  pickiDg  their  way  while   the   crowd  kept 

holloaing, 
Stuck  close  to  thdr  chiefs,  and  prondly  eyed  them. 
Much  the  same  as  each  woll-provendered   camel 

In  the  drouthy  desert,  when  groaning  ondec 

Their  pleasing  weight  of  public  plunder, 

The  dainty  despot  boys  that  ride  them. 

A  host,  too,  of  Saiats,  with  their  special  religions. 

And  patrons,  of  rival  rank  and  station  ; 

Which,  as  they  passed,  the  very  pigeons 

On  the  roofs  upronscd  in  a  consternation  ; 

Being  deckt  in  all  manners  of  ribbons  and  banners. 

Painted  papers,  and  burning  tapers 

Enough  to  set  in  a  conflagration 

The  world,  you  would  think  by  the  flime  and  flare 

of  them. 
And  the  smoky  &ceE  of  those  that  had  care  of 

All  marching  along  with  a  mighty  noise 
Of  barking  dogs,  and  shouts,  and  cheers, 
Brass  music,  and  bands  of  sin^ng  boys, 
Doiiig  (heir  best  to  split  men's  ears. 
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The  flsoitement  was  certainly  jnEtifiablo. 

The  more  so,  if,  having  fairly  computed 

The  importance,  necessity,  and  function 

Of  a  Pope,  as  divinely  insciluted. 

Yon  consider  the  fact,  which  is  undeniable, 

That,  when  deprived  of  its  special  pastor. 

The  whole  of  earth's  flock,  without  compunction, 

Must  consider  itself  consigned  to  disaster. 

For,  if  the  world,  say, 

Could  go  on  B3  it  ahonld, 

Doing  its  duty,  fair  and  good. 

Missing  no  crumb  of  its  Heavenlj  (bod. 

For  even  a  week  or  a  day 

la  the  absence  of  Heaven's  Representative, 

Might  it  not  be  assumed  from  any  such  tentative 

Process,  if  this  each  time  suMeeded, 

That  a  Pope,  on  the  whole,  is  hardly  needed  ? 

And  that,  if  it  should  ever  befall 

That  Heaven  might  be  pieaBcd,  after  due  delay, 

Its  Viceroy  on  earth  to  recall. 

And  abolish  that  post,  just  as  good  and  as  gay 

The  world  would  go  on  in  the  usual  way 

Without  a  Pope  at  all  ? 


To  this  Pope  however,  yet  upon  earth, 

Who,  though  dead,  knew  wliat  a  live  Pope  is  worth. 

That  sight  was  somewhat  provoking  : 

Millions  of  men,  all  jostling,  joking. 

As  merry  as  so  many  Prodigal  Soos, 

Having  killed  and  roasted  their  fatt«d  calf. 

And  enjujing  the  chance  to  quaff  and  laugh  ] 
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And  yet  not  one  of  those  millions 

Who  Eeemed  aware  of  the  dead  Pope  there, 

Or  even  vary  much  to  care 

What  had  become  of  His  Holineaa, 

How  he  must  feel  now,  or  how  he  might  lare ; 

Who,  all  the  while,  was  nevertheless 

Sole  cause  of  the  general  jo  joasness. 

This  was  certainly  hard  to  bear. 

His  hand  he  raiseiJ :  no  man  lookt  to  it. 

His  finger :  not  a  knee  was  crookt  to  it. 

He  raised  his  voice  :  no  man  heeded  it. 

He  gave  his  blessing  :  no  man  needed  it. 

'T  was  the  merest  waste  of  benevolence, 

Since  the  holiday  went  oq  with  or  without  him. 

He  might  have  been  to  all  intents 

The  golden  Saint  stuck  up  on  the  steeple, 

Who  is  always  blessing  a  thankless  people. 

Nobody  caring  a  hatlon  about  hiifl. 

Bless,  or  enrse,  neither  better  nor  worse 

For  a  single  word  that  he  said. 

On  its  wonted  way  a  world  perverse 

Went  onward,  nobody  bowing  the  head 

Either  for  hope,  or  yet  fbr  iJrMid. 


Then  the  dead  Pope  knew  that  he  w 


He  walked  onward  —  no  man  stopping  him, 

Ever  onward  —  do  lip  dropping  him 

A  solce :  nobody  mating  way 

For  the  Pope  to  pass,  as  tJie  Pope  passed  on 

Through  that  rude  irreverent  holiday ; 
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Till  the  streets  behind  liim,  one  by  one. 
Fell  ofT,  and  left  him  standiag  alone 
Id  the  mighty  waste  of  Borae's  decay. 
Mesnwhile,  the  night  wrs  coming  on 
Over  the  wide  Campagna  : 
Hot,  flerce,  a  blackness  without  form. 
And  in  her  breast  she  bore  the  storm. 

I  never  shiill  forget  that  night ! 
Ton  migtit  tell  by  the  stifling  stillness  there. 
And  Che  horrible  wild-beast  scent  on  the  air. 
That  all  things  were  not  right. 


On  Monnt  Cavi  the  dark  was  nurst, 

And  the  Blatk  Monks'  belfi'y  towers  above ; 

Then,  vast,  the  sea  of  vapor  buret 

Whore  forlorn  Tevretian  Jove 

Hears  only  the  howlet's  note  accurst 

'Mid  his  fallen  fanes  no  more  divine : 

And  trom  the  sea  to  the  Apennine  ; 

And  BwilY  across  the  rocky  line 

Where  the  blighted  moon  dropped  first 

Behind  Soracte,  black  and  broad 

Up  the  old  Triumphal  8oad, 

Ecom  Palestriao  post  on  Korae, 

Nearer,  nearer,  you  felt  It  come. 

The  presence  of  the  darksome  Thing  ! 

As  when,  dare  I  say,  with  outstretcht  wing. 

By  some  lean  Prophet  summoned  fsst 

To  punish  the  guilt  of  a  stiff-neckt  king, 

0  ver  the  desert,  black  in  the  blast, 

On  Babylon,  or  Egypt  red, 

The  Angel  of  Deairuoiion  aped. 
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First  here,  then  there,  then  everywhere. 

Into  the  belly  of  blackness  sudtt, 

Sank  the  dwindling  droves  of  bufSiloes 

That  spotted  the  extreme  crimson  glare: 

Then  the  mighty  darkness  stronger  rose, 

Swallowing  leagnes  of  iurid  air, 

And  crossed  the  broken  viaduct, 

Flung  forth  in  dim  disorder  there 

Like  the  huge  spine-bone  of  the  skeleton 

Of  some  dead  Python,  left  to  ohstruot 

The  formless  Night-hag's  filmy  path  : 

Thence  on,  by  the  glimmering  creeks  and  nool 

Where  the  water-flats  look  sick  and  white. 

Putting  out  q^uite  the  pallid  light 

Of  tlie  yelloiv  flowers  by  the  sulphur  brooks 

That  make  a  sullen  brimstone  bath 

Por  the  Nightmare's  noiseless  hoof: 

And,  leaving  the  qucnched-out  east  aloof. 

The  plague,  from  Tophet  vomited. 

Struck  at  the  nest,  and  rushing  came 

Bight  against  the  last  red  flame. 

Where  ia  cinders,  now,  the  day. 

Self-condemned  to  darkness,  lay 

With  all  his  sins  upon  bis  head 

Burning  on  a  fiery  bed. 

Helpless,  hopeless,  overthrown. 
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Doing  all  the  hafm  he  can 
In  the  absence  of  heaTCn's  light 
To  the  world's  well-ordered  plan, 
And  with  murrain,  mildew,  blight, 
Or  thunder  bine,  or  hailstone  while, 
Ma,i'nng  the  thrill  of  tlie  honest  man. 
Which  raueh  doth  move  his  spite. 


Certainly,  he  was  out  that  night. 
What  time  the  fearful  storm  began, 
For  lo !  OQ  a  sudden,  left  and  right, 
The  heaven  was  gashed  from  sky  to  sky, 
Seamed  across,  and  sundered  quite. 
By  a  swift,  snaty,  fork-tongaed  flash 
Of  brightness  intolerably  bright; 
As,  ever,  the  angry  Cherub,  vowed 
To  vengeance,  fast  through  plungit^  cloud 
Wielding  wide  his  withering  lash. 
That  wild  horseman  now  pursued : 
Who  lurked,  hia  vengeance  to  elnde, 
In  deep  tinprob^d  darkness  stil). 

Forthwith,  the  wounded  night  'gau  spill. 
Great  drops:  iJien  fierce — crash  ccnsht  on  crE 
As  it  grieved  beneath  each  burning  gash, 
The  darkness  bellowed ;  and  outsprang 
Wild  on  the  plain,  whilst  yet  it  rang 
With  thunder,  the  infernal  steed. 
And  dashed  onward  at  full  speed. 
Blind  with  pain,  with  streaming  mane. 
And  snorting  n<»tril  on  the  strain. 
Where,  daaht  from  off  his  flanks,  the  rain 
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Aiiil  here  (for  this  story  is  scattered  about 
The  world  in  dozens  of  different  shapes) 
One  writes  ....  Some  Lutheran  lean,  I  doubt, 
Who,  nameless,  thus  from  shame  escapes,  — 
Lies  tlirive  and  flourish  by  the  score : 
Take  this  for  what 't  is  worth,  no  more :  — 

"Out  leaping  from  that  riyen  rack 

Of  doud,  where  night  was  boiling  black, 

And  so  escaping,  as  God  willed, 

Whiie,  for  a  time,  the  storm  was  stilled, 

Satan  beheld  the  face  he  knew, 

Amoris  ocliis  imp^u. 

And  to  the  Shepherd  gone  astray 

Grimly  the  bladi  goats'  Goatherd  said ; 

'  Service  for  service !  on  their  way 

To  me  full  many  hast  thou  sped ; 

And.  since  it  is  a  stormy  night. 

Lest  thon  shouldst  lose  thine  own  way  quite, 

(For  how  shouldst  thou  the  right  way  know 

Who  seelt'st  it  out  the  first  time  now  1) 

Content  am  I  thy  guide  to  be. 

Nor  marvel  that  't  is  known  to  me. 

The  way  to  Heaven.     Tor  who  but  I 

Makes  half  the  ways  there,  that  men  try  7 

Moreover,  there's  no  jolly  sin 

Which  those  I  lead  may  not  take  in, 

Tf  they  tbemselvea  can  pass  the  galo 

Whereat,  of  coarse,  we  separate. 

For  all  the  members  of  my  flock 
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Come  furnisht  with  Indulgences 
In  proper  form,  —  e,  goodiy  stock ! 
'T  is  but  to  pick  aaA  chuse  from  these. 
Paid  for  they  are  :  and,  signo  hoc. 
Well  paid,  if  Peter  will  but  please 
That  wicket  to  unlock.' " 


A  spiteful  feble.     Best  to  own 
The  ti'Dth  can  ne'er  by  ua  be  known. 
Bnt  alas  !  for  any  poor  ghost  of  a  Pope 
In  such  a  night  to  be  doomed  to  grope. 
Blind  beneath  the  hideoi^  cope,  ... 
Of  those  black  skies  rtdftoat  a' star. 
For  the  way  lo  where  the  Bless^  are ! 
And,  if  the  Evil  One,  hiniself, 
"Was  his  conductor  through  the  dark; 
Or  if,  dislodged  from  its  sky-shelf, 
Some  cloud  was  made  his  midnight  bark ; 
Or  if  the  branding  bolt,  that  rent 
The  skies  asunder,  hewed  for  him 
Through  that  disfeatured  firmament, 
Beyond  the  utmost  echoing  brim 
Of  thunder-brewage,  and  the  black 
Unblissful  night,  some  shining  track 
Up  to  the  Sapphire  Throne,  where  throng 
The  Voices  ccjing,  "  Lord,  how  long^  " 
While  the  great  years  are  onward  rolled 
With  moans  and  mutlerings  macifbld ; 
1  know  not,  for  it  was  not  told. 


lor.;:,.  Google 


THE  DEAD  POPE.  i^ii 

In  assnniias;  for  ccrlain  that,  early  or  late. 

The  dead  Pope  got  to  the  Golden  Gate 

Wliere  the  milTEd  Apostle  sits  with  the  key,  — 

Peter,  whose  heir  upoQ  earth  was  he. 

Aud  further  tliaa  this  to  speculate 

I,  for  one,  do  not  feel  justified. 

Tliough  a  fact  there  is,  I  am  baand  to  state : 

A  I'eneKade  Monk  avers  be  descried 

111  a  vision  that  very  night, 

When  the  storm  wa.s  spending  its  fiercest  hate,  — 

(And  what  he  saw,  so  tuach  the  sight 

Impressed  him,  he  wrote  as  soon  as  he  woke :  — 

Was  it  a  dream,  or  a  wicked  joke  "i) 

What  passed  before  That  Gate. 


Now,  since,  after  the  fashion  then  in  vogue. 
He  wrote  it  in  form  of  a  dialogue  ; 
Not  averring,  as  he  did,  the  dream  to  be  true. 
In  all  else,  as  he  wrote  it,  I  write  it  for  yon  :  — 


"Pelcr,  Peler,  open  the  Gate  ! 


I  know  thee  not.     Thou  knock^t  late. 
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What  art  thon  ? 

The  dead  Pope. 
The  Pope  1  what  is  it ! 


Thy  successor,  late,  was  I, 
What  was  thine  was  given  to  me. 


Nay,  but  power  lo  bind  and  loose. 
In  thy  name  have  I  liuraed  Jews 
And  heretics,  aod  all  the  brood 
Of  unbelief  .... 
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And  in  thj  name  have  bket 
Kings  and  Emperors  ;  oonfest 
Earth's  Spiritual  Head,  while  there 
I  eat  ruling  in  thy  choir. 


In  thy  name,  and  for  thy  canse, 
I  made  peace  and  war,  set  laws 
To  lawgivers  ,  ,  .  . 


And  all  na 
Drunk  With  the  ahomioatlona 
Of  her  witchcraft  i 


And  for  thy  cause,  to  sword  and  flarae 

I  gave  sinners;  and  to  those 

That  feared  ths  friends  and  fought  the  fou 

Of  him  from  all  mankind  selected 

To  keep  thy  name  and  Cause 

Riches  and  rewards  I  gave, 

And  the  joy  beyond  the  grave. 
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Wherefbra,  Peter,  ope  the  Gate  1 
If  my  knocking  now  be  late, 
Little  time,  in  trntt,  had  I,  — 
I,  the  Pope,  who  stand  and  cry  1 
For  other  cares  than  those  Chat  can 

Holding  lip  the  heavy  keys 
Of  Heaven  and  HkII. 


Thon  hast  in  keeping,  wherefore  n: 
Callest  thoul     Thou  liasc  the  key. 
Truly  thou  hast  «-aited  late  ! 
Open,  then,  thyself,  The  Gate." 
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With  what  gi'eal;  joy  the  Pope,  no  doubc, 
Soon  as  he  hiard  the  Bl«rii  voice  say 
Those  words,  begao  to  seaith  about 
Among  his  gatmenta  for  the  key  ; 
Which,  straoge  to  say,  '(would  seem  that  he 
Had  not  betlionght  him  of  betbre. 
And  how  that  joy,  from  moi'e  10  more, 
Waxed  mo8t  (the  hiBtorisn  of  his  dream 
Observes,  as  he  resnmes  the  theme), 
"When,  after  search  grown  ilesparate, 
A  key  he  found,  — just  as  his  need 
Seemed  at  the  woret,  —  a  key,  indeed ! 
But,  ah  vain  hope  1  for,  however  the  Pope 
Tried  the  key  in  the  festened  Gate, 
Turning  it  ever  with  might  and  main 
This  way,  that  way,  every  way  at  last, 
Forwards  —  backwards  —  round  again  — 
Till  his  joy  is  turned  to  sheer  dismay  at  last. 
And  his  ^ling  force  will  no  longer  cope 
With  Ihe  stubborn  Gate,  — it  declines  to  ope. 
A  key,  indeed  1  bnt  not,  alas, 
Thd  Ket." 

Who  Ehall  say  what  key  it  was  'i 
The  Monk,  who  here,  I  must  believe. 
Is  langhing  at  us  in  his  sleeve 
(Like  any  vulgar  atory-t«ller. 
Fabling  tbriDS  to  vent  his  spleen). 
Surmises  that  it  most  have  been 
The  key  of  the  Pope's  own  cellai. 
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'^fS^M  KNOW   not  if  wliat   now   my  spirit 

^^^^ft  doth  apead 

^^^^    This  tortured  framo's  Ust_Btrengtli  in 

To  write  to  thee  will  reach  thae,  Lnthor,  ever. 
For  I,  whose  crime  is  to  have  been  man's  friend. 
No  friend  can  claim  whose  friendship's  faith  I  may 
Trust  these,  my  life's  l^t  words,  to  thee  Co  send. 
After  my  death,  which  thou  dost  urge,  men  Bay. 
I  know  not,  Luther,  if  what  'a  writ  to-night 
Be  for  thy  reading,  or  for  any  man's, 
'T  is  as  God  wills.     But,  ainoo  his  own  eye  scans. 
And  answers,  in  my  heart,  what  now  I  write. 
Still  I  write  on,  while  tie  withholds  the  end. 
And,  setting  hare  my  spirit  in  God'a  sight, 
I  Bumraon  thine  to  witness. 

'Twereinvain 
To  urge  the  old  sad  diiftirence  o'er  again. 
Doomed  to  an  imminent  death,  — a  dreadful  one 
In  all  save  this,  —  that  dcatli,  whate'er  the  shape 
God  gives  it,  is  the  event  of  life  alone 
Graced  with  God's  last  great  gift  to  man,  —  escape 
From  men's  tormenting,  —  I  desire  not  now 
To  ai^ue  a  iong-talked  theology. 
How  much  niere  knowledge  with  mere  lifb  may  grow 
Concerns  not  one  that,  being  about  to  die. 
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Approaches  Truth  bj  oo  Biich  proi«Bs  slow. 
Too  near  death's  hour  of  tett^ncy  am  I. 
But  0  the  pity !     Had  we  two  been  one  I 
As  once  we  mifiht  have  been  :  who  cannot  he. 
Henceforth,  united,  fill  by  God's  clear  throne 
We  stand  togelher,  with  Heaven's  eyes  to  see 
WhatEartli's  missed  sadly :  each,  Man's  champion. 
And,  therefore,  Giod's  !     We,  in  this  ctnrk,  abused 
By  the  false  glare  of  midnight  waiehfires,  seen 
Across  a  warring  world,  where  all's  confused. 
Mistook  for  foes  each  other,  who,  I  weco, 
Are  soidiers  of  the  self-same  King.     And  so 
We  fought,  and,  struck  by  thee,  1  fall.     Each  blow 
Of  thine,  which  I  must  pardon  and  deplore, 
A  friend's  mislatol  though  fatal,  Luttter,  more 
Than  if  a  foe  had  dealt  it.     O  why,  why 
This  wofnl  haste,  that  mars  bo  much  ?     See  here 
The  sad  resnit.     For,  Luther,  while  I  die, 
Wliat  ominous,  incongruoos  faces  ieer 
Beside  thine  own  with  laughing  lip  and  eye  ! 
What  strange  nnholy  helpmates  share  with  thee 
The  Bad  bad  joy  of  this  false  riclory  . 
O'er  me  and  man  1     En^or  on  Error !  see, 
Beneath  the  same  soiled  banner  at  thy  side. 
Hand  clasping  baud,  grim  Saxon  George  allied 
With  him  of  Hesse  !  sworn'  foes  crewhilc,  though 

George,  who  would  think  ho  did  God  service  good 
Could  he  but  rend  thee  limb  from  limb,  as  thou 
Bid'st  him  rend  me,  red  with  thy  brother's  blood, 
Thy  right  hand  holds  :  who  clasps  the  other  ?  he, 
The  Landgrave,  who  hales  him,  as  both  hate  me. 
And  thou,  the  while,  art  hugging  each  red  haiidl 
What  glnes  so  fast  the  fratricidal  Three 
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Together  thus  'i  And  what  of  sndi  n  hand 
The  shameful  central  hub  makes  Luther  l)e  1 
My  blood.     O  ehume,  shame,  shame,  my  brother, 

shame ! 
Is  it  not  end  chat  Giod  such  things  should  see. 
And  tliOH  the  caase?     O  wofst  di^ace  of  alll 
That,  when  God  asks, "  Who  did  this  t "  men  must 

Their  noblest,  and  the  blame  of  such  deeds  fall 
On  him  whose  scorn  should  brand  thsm  with  the 

blame 
Such  deeds  deserve.     Error  bejood  recall  I 
Yet,  ihiak,  think,  Luther,  and  be  sad  't  is  so. 

Desirest  thou  man's  good?     I  wot  thou  dost. 
Bat  self  hath  filmed  thj  spirit's  eagle  eye. 
Hear  him  not,  heed  him  not,  since  ery  be  must. 
The  flattering  fiend,  that  in  thy  heart  doth  cry! 
I  hear  the  plausible  serpent  tempting  Dnst 
To  mimic  God  1  and  thou  dost  taste  his  lie. 
And  in  the  sweetness  of  it  lake  delight, 
Murmuring,  "Man's  good!  for  what  else  hare  I 

Toiled,   dared,   done   battle,   conquered?     Man's 

good,  ay ! 
But  man's  good,  by  my  gift,  to  mankind  given, 
Not  man's  good,  man's  hereditary  right." 
Hath  it  not  oft  thus  whispered  thee?  and  thou 


By  daylight,  — when  the  Tempter  saith  his  i 
And  wiU  be  answered,  —doubtless  to  me,  toi 
Would  some  such  wandering  whis[)cr  sieal  it 
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At  times,  from  the  abyss.  I  thank  God,  who 
Gave  my  soui  strength  to  answer  stoutly  Hay, 
And  foil  Pride's  prelate-devil  of  bis  prey  I 

Consider,  Luther ....  't  is  Paul  speaks,  not  I .  .  .  . 

How  all  are  members  of  llie  Body  of  Chi'ist : 

Where  were  the  hearing,  were  the  body  all  eye  'i 

Were  it  ail  ear,  in  what  would  sight  exist? 

Were  all  one  member,  where  the  body  then  1 

Many  the  members,  though  the  body  is  one  ; 

One  Spirit  of  God  in  many  livee  of  men : 

Can  the  eye  say  to  the  hand,  "  Need  have  I  none 

Of  thee  "  1  or  can  the  head  say  to  the  feet, 

"  I  need  yc  not "  t     Nay,  rather  they  which  be 

The  body's  feeblest  members  most  complete 

The  body's  being  :  rather  those  that 

Esteem  least  comely  cldm  tl 

Those  least  in  honor  honor  most  entreat : 

Since  to  the  body  these  most  needful  are ; 

The  weaker  parts  chief  cherishing  demand  : 

The  limbs  crave  clothing,  —  not  the  head,  the  hand. 

What  gleamed  on  Corinth,  in  the  dawn  of  Tailh, 
Ib  Luther  blind  to,  in  Faith's  noonday  blaze? 
To  thee.  Apostle,  Elall  the  Poor  Man  s^th 
The  self-same  word  that  in  the  old  proud  days 
Paul  to  the  rich  Corinthians  cried.     They  beard. 
Believed,  obeyed,  and  blest  the  Preacher's  word. 

To  Corinth  God  one  preacher  sent ;  to  thee 
A  thousand  preachers  cry  aloud,  my  brother. 
The  fettered  foot  rebnkes  the  hand  that  'a  free. 
Should  not  we  members  cherish  one  another  t 
I'or  if  one  member  sufiereth  pain  or  wrong. 
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All  suffer  with  it,  and  the  whole  tcame  ails  : 

Since  each  lo  each  the  bodily  parts  belong, 

And  none  withont  \as  fellow's  help  avails 

The  bod/s  ase.     But  is  it  so  with  ua  ? 

The  Rich  oppress  the  Poor :  the  Strong  the  Weak : 

The  hand  lopa  off  the  foot.     The  body,  thna 

8clf-mutitated,  suffers,  and  doth  shriek  : 

But  the  ear  hears  not  what  the  tongue  doth  cry, 

And  the  hand  helps  not,  and  Shame  ehnta  the  eyel 

I  sought  Co  heal  this  sickness  into  health: 

To  mitigate,  not  magnify,  man's  wrong : 

For  Want  win  justice,  and  give  worth  to  Wealth; 

To  free  the  Weak,  not  to  enslave  the  Strong ; 

'Mid  gifts  unequal,  'mid  unequal  powers, 

Secure  the  equal  happiness  of  all ; 

Maintain  Grod's  law  in  this  mad  world  of  ours : 

Replace  the  force  of  mere  material  thral! 

By  force  of  love ;  the  old  empirj  of  Might, 

Which  is  imposed  upon  unwilling  hate. 

By  the  serene  sweet  sovereignties  of  Right, 

That  are  accepled  and  secured  i'  the  stale 

Of  man's  free  spirit,  by  the  loyal  love 

Of  what  the  soul  perceives  to  be  Above. 

I  sought  to  attain  this  by  no  violent  aids : 
I  preached  not  Justice  from  the  cannon's  mouth. 
In  humble  hearts,  not  ovet  crowned  heads, 
I  claimed  dominion,  and  't  was  granted.     Youth, 
Hope's  dawn-scar  trembling  in  his  toar-iit  eyes  ; 
Old  Age,  the  twilight  of  his  toilful  day 
Sufiiised  with  solemn  joy,  —  like  c\-euing  skies 
That  promise  walchful  shepherds  a  fair  mom,  — 
Brighlening  hia  grave,  calm,  satisfied  n^ard  ; 
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And  Womanhood.  —  the  maiden  in  her  May, 
The  careworn  wife,  with  hungry  eyes,  grown  hard 
From  grieving  without  hope,  —  pale  mothers,  worn 
Wilh  nursing  brendless  hahes  ;  the  wan  array 
Of  this  world's  weary  hearts ;  —  all  these,  no  scorn 
Couid  sneer  to  shame,  no  cares  conid  keep  away, 
No  want  withhold,  from  Love's  new-fonncl  domain. 
Love  Bhowed  his  face,  and  was  forthwith  beloved  ! 
No  drop  of  blood  was  shed,  no  victim  slain. 
For  love  of  all  in  each  loved  spirit  moved, 
And  this  man's  pleasure  was  not  that  man's  pain  ; 
But  in  Mulhausen  God  saw,  and  approved, 
The  bloodless  triumph  that  beqi;ieathed  no  stain 
To  Love's  least  soldier.    And  there  rose  on  earth. 
For  Heavenly  augury  of  human  gain, 
A  glorious  Form  of  innocent  beauty  and  mirth,  — 
A  litlle  State  like  one  large  Family; 
All  members  of  one  body  at  one  birth  : 
And  all  were  lowly,  because  all  were  high  : 
None  poor  ;  none  idle  :  tyrant  none,  nor  ihrall  r 
Strong  labor  fbr  the  strong;  light  for  the  weak  : 
Labor  for  all ;  and  food  for  ail :  for  all 
Hope  that  makes  Btrong,  and  Reverence  that  makes 


1,  it  grew,  and  grew ;  and  so,  I  deemed 
It  grow  yet,  —  Earth's  fruit  of  Heavenly  seed ! 
> !  the  vulture  swooped,  the  eagle  screamed, 
oused  hawk  hungered,  and  the  dove  must 
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Was  made  earth's  god :  Ih^C  Jiist  earth's  law  Eub- 

We  loved,  and  we  were  weak  ;  that  was  our  crime. 

ChHsing  gray-headed  Carlstade,  Eiie  old  friend  : 
DenouaciQg,  persecuting,  hunting  down, 
Down,  to  a  noble  life's  disaatcous  end, 
The  man,  to  whom,  in  Qod'a  attesting  name. 
His  solemn  ^th  was  pledged  not  long  before  : 
The  man  he  loathed  becnuse  he  could  not  lame 
That  old  man's  fearless  spirit  any  more 
To  crouch  to  his  !     Or  to  obedience  old 
Scolding  Melanchthon's  meeker  nature  hack, 
....  Ah,  dear  Melanchthon,  loved,  though  lost ! 

Uow,  fold 
On  fold,  the  blurred  Past  lifts  its  yapor  black. 
To  let  emerge  those  m'elanclioly  eyes 
Once  more,  which  still  mj  wronged  heart  loves  1 

Alack, 
Love  is  not  always  jnst,  nor  Memory  wise. 
May  ti'ucr  ft-ieuda  forgive  me,  that  I  cease, 
A  moment  even,  to  list  to  their  loud  woes  ! 
The  thought  of  thee  o'er  aU.  things  breathes  sad 

And,  for  a  while,  in  sonowful  repose 
The  world's  vast  widl  is  husht,  to  let  me  hear 
The  old  sweet  flutc-playiag  ....  so  faint,  so  clear ! 
Melanchthon,  never  play  that  Sute  again  I 

Back,  heart,  to  Luther!    Where  was  Luther  then? 

Maligning  Miintzer  to  the  magistrate  : 

The  rich  man's  friend,  the  friendless  people's  foe  : 

With  frenzied  rail,  rebuking  hope  :  elate 

To  lift  the  high-born,  lay  the  low-born  low  ; 


lor.;:,.  Google 


MUNTZEB    TO  MARTIN  LVTHER.    433 

Now  this  Elector,  now  thai  Landgrave,  praising  ; 
Through  Hill  ThiiriDgia  preaching  scorn  and  strife : 
In  every  Saxon  burg  cmsacters  raising 
Against  the  a^cnrsld  Anabaptist's  lile  ] 

Even  then,  the  untaught  patient  peasant  clung 

To  hope  in  jnstice  from  an  unjust  power. 

Sharp  was  t]ie  cry  which  misery  from  him  wrung, 

But  sc|int  bis  asking  even  in  that  last  hour. 

He  asked  for  leave  10  labor  and  to  live,  — 

A  free  man's  life  and  labov,  not  a  beast's  ; 

To  honest  Want  what  honest  Wealih  may  give, 

Wages  for  work  ;  Christ's  charity  from  Priests  ; 

Justice  from  Law  :  and  man's  humanity 

From   Human  Power.     His  prayer  was  humbly 

Scorn  was  the  guerdon,  outrage  the  reply. 

With  hoot  and  howl  the  iiuportnnate  wretch  was 

scourged 
From  field  to  forest,  and  from  moor  to  fen. 
Then,  then  at  last,  lashed,  famisht,  to  its  lair. 
The  frenzied  People,  raving,  rent  its  den  : 
The"  savageries  of  nature  seethed  and  surged 
In  manly  breasts  unmanned  by  mad  despair  : 
Brute  haidsiiip  brutalized  the  hearts  of  men  : 
And   beasts   of  burden   changed   to   wild   bcasla 

Aj  !  then,  indeed,  another  voice  vi&&  heard  ; 
Not  mine :  and  stormy  listeners,  lured  by  hate, 
Welcomed  the  preacher  of  a  wilder  word, 
With  hearts  whose  love's  last  cry  was  strangled 

Like  rainless  lightning  through  a  wildwood  ran 
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■t  of 

Caught  tire  and  flared ;   and,  flaring,   backward 

turned 
Before  the  rushing  wind  of  ruinous  Wrath, 
Anil  poured  that  glare  upon  a  blighted  Fast : 
And  each  beheld,  what  hari'ed  the  buclcwitrd  path. 
Some  mighty  image  of  a  monatrona  wrong. 
Whereon  the  red  revengeful  Light  was  east. 
This  saw  his  son's  back  bleed  beneath  the  thong ; 
That  other  his  dishonored  bride  beheld, 
Or  tavisht  daughter ;  one,  the  hunter's  throng 
Trampling  his  thrifty  field  :  another  yelled, 
"In  Lcipheim  bleach  mj  boys'  unbucied  bonea !" 
One  saw  his  brother  burning  at  the  pyre  : 
One  caught  from,  bloody  racks  a  comrade's  groans : 
One  saw  his  lather  on  the  cross  expire. 
Then  burst  the  dreadful  shout,  the  dooming  word. 
And  in  the  hand  of  Vengeance  flasheil  the  sword. 

And  peace  was  passed  away.     To  me,  to  all, 
No  choice  survived,  but  action,  and  a  cause 
To  fight  far  :  man's  oppressor,  or  his  thrall ; 
The  makers,  or  the  breakers,  of  bad  laws. 
My  choice  was  fixt,  my  part  imposed  :  in  me 
"So  pause  disloyal  to  the  pa£t  allowed. 
Albeit  strife's  end  I  could  not  fail  to  see : 
The  certain  slaughter  of  ao  unskilled  crowd. 
Disaster,  disappointment,  death  :  fit  ends 
To  false  beginnings,  —  war  to  vengeance  vowed, 
And  valor  shamed  by  violent  deeds.     My  friends 
To  fancied  victory,  fooled,  with  blindfold  eyes. 
Went  forth  i  unblinded  I,  to  sacrifice. 
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Yet,  when  the  Armies  of  tbo  Poor  displayed 
The  Wheel  of  Fortune  on  their  ensigns  borne, 
Which,  in  tJie  turning  of  her  hoodwinked  head. 
Turns  alt  things  upside  down  with  captious  scora, 
"  Not  Chance,  but  Hope,  be  our  device  !  "  I  said, 
"  For  godieas  Fortune's  ^fts  leave  Fdth  ftiriora. 
But  God's  gift  Hope  stays  fast  when  these  be  fled." 
And  on  the  People's  flag  I  blazoned  then 
Heaven's  rainy  bow,  first  reai'ed  o'er  rescued  men. 

Ay  !  though  that  banner  hath  been  bealen  down. 
That  symliol  trampled  out  in  streams  of  blood. 
While  this  contented  world  without  a  frown 
Ie  praising  faithless  peace  in  festal  mood  ; 
Though  all  the  friends  for  whom  1  hoped  are  slain 
Like  shambled  sheep,  and  though  myself  must  die 
In  some  few  hours,  that  hope  I  still  retain  : 
Not  with  the  same  wild  moment's  flashing  joy 
That  seized  my  soul  when,  in  war's  desperate  hour, 
I  stood  on  the  hill-top,  and  saw  beneath 
The  all-surrounding  hosts  of  hostile  Power, 
And  mine  own  helpless  sheep,  ord^ned  10  death, 
A  faint  and  weary  flock,  which  to  devour. 
The  herded  wolves,  hoarse  barking,  bared  sharp 

While  high  in  heaven,  athwart  the  thunder-shower, 
Even  as  I  lifted  up  ray  voice,  and  eried 
To  God,  witli  stretched  expostulating  hand, 
Sprang  forth  the  sudden  rainbow,  basing  wide 
O'er  battle  strewn  about  the  lower  land, 
Stoi-ra  strewn  in  heaven,  all  its  aery  pride. 
Triumphant  on  the  everlasting  hills  I 
Not  thus  1  hope.     No  gleam  of  promise  thus 
Visits  this  hour,  which  Heaven  with  darkness  Alls. 
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Por  men,nin3t  wait.     God  deigns  not  to  discuss 
Witt)  our  impatient  and  o'erweeniog  wilts 
His  times,  and  waja  of  working  out  through  us 
Heaven's  alow  but  sure  redress  of  human  ills. 
When  Christ  was  in  the  garden  capcjved,  they 
That,  till  tliat  Iiour,  had  talked  and  walked  beside 

him, 
Hoping  in  bim,  lost  hope,  and  fled  away. 
And  he  that  knew  hitn  best  ere  dawn  denied  him. 
What  wonder?     All  seemed  lost,  i'  the  rerj  eve 
Of  an  immortal  victory.     In  man's  stghl. 
All  was  lost.     What  disciple  could  believe 
Love's  triumph  in  Life's  Mure,  that  sad  night? 
But  God  makes  light  what  men  make  dark :  his 

fire 
He  trees  where  fall  oui'  ashes.     And,  because 
I  feel  God's  power,  still  dolh  my  spirit  aspire : 
Not  fearing,  even  now,  iJiat  unjust  laws 
By  unjust  force  miuntained,  rack,  stake,  or  cord, 
The  signed  conventions  of  convenient  wrong, 
The  tyrant's  seeptre,  or  the  hireling's  sword. 
The  servile  pulpit,  timoroas  to  the  strong. 
To  the  weak  trucoleut,  or  custom  tough, 
Can  cnish  man's  rights  forever,  or  prolong 
Man's  pain  an  hour,  whene'er  God  cries,  "Enough  1 " 
And  for  this  reason,  and  because  I  think 
1  never  cared  about  myself  since  first 
I  cared  for  man,  —  from  whom  1  dare  not  shrink, 
Not  even  though  he  forsake  himself,  —  nor  aught 
Hath  Fancy  nourisht,  or  Ambition  nursC, 
That  was  not  t^tnred  in  tlie  womb  of  thought 
By  Hope's  keen  contemplation  of  man's  face ; 
Because  I  cared  not  ever,  care  not  now. 
Which  runner's  foot  be  fleetest  in  the  race, 
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Wlio,  at  the  pieX,  assumes  to  gface  bis  brow 
The  garland  won,  who  takes  the  upper  place. 
Chief  at  the  board,  whtsn  festal  wine-cups  flow. 
So  long  as,  at  the  last,  the  goal  be  gained, 
The  garland  got,  tbe  gBueral  table  spread ;  — 
Whoe'er  the  man  by  whom  man's  aim  atltuaed, 
Joy  crowns  my  heart,  if  victory  wowns  his  head  ! 
Luther,  because  't  was  thus  — '( is  thus  —  with  me. 
And  because,  gazing  with  intensest  gaze 
Bound  each  lost  field  where  my  life's  ruins  be, 
A  gleam  of  hope  foi  man,  in  these  dark  days,  — 
(His  last,  perchance,  for  centuries  long  !)  —  I  see. 
Or  seem  to  see,  i'  the  spirit-power  which  stays. 
Though  ataiued,  —  like  sunrise  o'er  a  stormy  sea 
Poured  fTOm  a  clouded  crag  with  struggling  rays, — 
On  thy  iirm  forehead's  pride,  —  1  write  to  thee. 
X«vc  mankind,  Luther,  if  thou  lovest  not  me  I 
For  thou,  great  Spirit,  art  full-armed !  a  soul 
Clothed  with  strong  thunder  by  the  hand  of  God ; 
Ardent  to  combst,  potent  to  control : 
GKbriel's  spear,  John's  Angel's  measuring-rod, 
The  Cherub's  flaming  sword,  and  Michael's  shield, 
Were  given  to  thee  —  to  conquer,  not  to  yield. 

Yield  not  the  Devil  his  recaptared  prey! 
Conquer  for  all  mankind  t     Complete  thy  task  ! 
The  People  thou  waat  sent  to  save  and  sway 
Die  in  the  Desert ;  thirsty  lips,  that  ask 
In  vain  for  water !  perishing  feet,  that  stray 
i'artber  and  farther  from  the  Promist  Land, 
And  sink  'neath  weary  loads  along  the  way  I 
Mock  not  man's  thirst  with  driblets  poured  i'  ^a 

Fmrn  the  Kcant  leavings  of  Wealth's  well -drained 
fla^k. 
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Cleave  thoa  the  atabborn  stoive  with  stem  corn- 
Smite  these  i:ich  rocka !     The  rod  ia  in  thy  hand. 

Thou  canst.     But  if  thoa  wilt  not  ...  . 

Hark !  give  ear 
To  this  sad  prophecy  of  woes  to  be, 
A  dying  voice  to  night-winde,  moaning  here, 
Delivers,  charging  them  to  bear  to  tbea 
The  burden  of  Time's  melancholy  song ; 
The  Chnrch  thou  buildest,  scorning  first  to  free 
Lite's  cumbered  field  for  Love's  foundations,  long 
Shall  be,  herself,  the  slave  of  Power  :  and  she. 
Wed  to  the  World,  oot  Christ,  the   unchristian 

Of  worldly  Force  with  worldly  Fraud  shall  share. 
And  so  wax  weak  by  scheming  to  be  strong ; 
Till  there  shall  be  on  earth  a  sight  to  scare 
Earth's  holiest  hope  trom  hanian  hearts  away : 
A  Prienthood,  purchased  for  complacent  prayer. 
Leagued  with  Earth's  Pomps,  for  profit  and  for  pay, 
Against   Heaven's  Love:  praiseiB  of  things   that 

Scomers  of  good  that 's  not ;  cleaving  to  clay. 
Strangling  the  spirit ;  purblind,  unaware  I 
Contractipg,  not  enlai^ng,  day  by  day. 
The  charities  of  Christ,  with  surly  care  : 
Till  man's  indignant  heart  shall  turn  away, 
And  chuse  the  champions  of  its  faith  elsewhere. 
And  champions  shall  it  find.     Dread  eliampions. 

The  impatient  ofispring  of  prolonged  despair ; 
A  prayerless,  pitiless,  imperious  brood, 
Whose  battlcei-y  shall  be  a  cry  for  bloo<l. 
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Achieve  its  task,  and  pass,  content,  away. 

That  Hour  of  Fate,  which  God  to  life  shall  call : 

It  may  come  many  times,  and  miss  its  prey. 

And  pass,  disBaiiafied,  to  come  again, 

More  grimly  armed  with  greed  of  greater  sway. 

To  rescue  from  more  wretehednesis  more  men ; 

I  cannot  tell.     For  nnseen  hands  delay 

The  coming  of  what  oft  seems  dose  in  ken. 

And,  contrary,  (he  moment,  when  we  say, 

'■  'T  will  never  come ! "  comes  on  us  even  then. 

I  cannot  tetl  tlie  coming  of  that  day, 

If  near  or  far,  or  how 't  will  be,  or  when : 

But  come  it  will,  and  do  its  work  it  must, 

So  sure  as  moves  God's  spirit  in  mati's  dost. 

Men  call  me  Prophet.     And  thou,  too,  in  scorn. 
Prophet  I  am.     For  gi'ief  hath  made  me  wise. 
The  night's  lone  watchman  feels  far  off  the  dawn, 
And,  till  redressed,  all  wrongs  are  prophecies. 
This  is  no  tortured  fool's  despairing  curse, 

Lother,  consider,  ere  man's  need  bo  worse, 
If  thou  wile  help  it,  as  none  other  can. 
I  claim  not  justice  now,  1  do  heseech 
Compassion,  for  the  Poor.     To  thee,  to  all, 
I  would,  indeed,  my  dying  fry  might  reach  :  — 
Place  for  the  People's  Cause  1  in  which  I  fall. 

My  sands  run  out.     What  else  my  soul  would  say 
Must  he  said  shortly.     And  ihesc  lingers  write 
But  ill  the  strugfjling  thoughts  that  force  theiv  way 
Through  tortured  nerves,  and  speak  in  pain's  da- 
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Jndgo  if  'i  is  pity  for  m jsalf  I  crave. 
Luther,  one  woman  lives  that  loves  me  :  one 
Whose  life  I'd  die  ten  thousand  deaths  to  save; 
I  have  no  friends,  and  therefore  she  hath  none. 
Save  God  :  I  cannot  shield  her,  from  (he  grave 
To  which  men  doom  me :  worse  than  all  alone 
1  leave  her,  compassed  with  a  world  of  foes  ! 
That  is  the  wife  whose  steps  with  mine  have  gone 
Faithful  through  life,  though  led  from  woes  to  woes. 
I  have  not  breathed  one  prajer,  not  made  one 

To  thee  for  her,  that  'b  as  myself.  Heaven  knows  1 
Much  less  for  this  least  self,  that 's  soon  to  die  ; 
Though  it  hath  snifered  -somewhat.     Thrice  they 

bound 
This  body  K»  their  rack.     Thon  wast  not  by. 
Thy    friends    were.     Each   dictated    some   fresh 

wonnd. 
And  all  applauded.     Let  that  pasa.     For  man. 
Not  for  myself,  I  end,  as  1  began, 
This  letter,  and  this  life. 

With  fniling  forca, 
Bnt  not  with  fainting  faith,  I  lift  the  cry 
That  speeds  my  spirit  on  its  sunward  course 
Beyond  Death's  nijiht.     And,  as  I  lived,  I  die, 
Man's  friend  ;  itnpforing  —  thongh  it  be  in  vain  — 
Prom  thee,  fiumall  —  man's  pity  for  man's  painl 
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r^^^DOLPHUS,  Duke  of  GueMcrs.  haying 

[S^^^l  Priests  vied 

With  Boidiere,  which  the  moat  should  honor  him. 

Borne  on  broad  shonldere  through  the  streets,  with 

hymn 
And  martial  mnsie,  the  dead  Dulie  in  slate 
Reached  Tournay.      There  they  laid  him  in  the 

Ca.thedval,  where  perpetual  twilight  dwells. 

Misty  with  scents  from  silver  thuribles ; 

Since  it  seems  fitting  that,  where  dead  kings  sleep, 

The  sacred  air,  by  pions  aids,  shoald  k«ep 

A  certain  indistinctness  faint  and  liae. 

To  awe  the  vulgar  mind,  and  with  divine 

Solemnities  of  silence,  nnd  soft  glooms. 

Inspire  duo  reverence  around  royal  tombs. 

80,  in  the  great  Cathedral,  grand,  he  lay. 


Four  centuries  ago,  when  men,  frosts-bitten, 
Blew  on   their  nails,  and   curst,   lo  warm 

blood. 
The  times,  the  taxes,  and  whntelse  they  could,  . 
A  hungry,  bleak  uight  sity,  with  frosty  tires 
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Hang  hard,  and  dipt  with  cold  the  cliilly  spires. 
Bent,  for  some  hateful  pnrpose  of  its  own. 
To  keep  sharp  watch  upon  the  little  town, 
Which  hnddled  !□  ils  shadow,  as  if  there 
'T  was  safest,  ti'jing  to  look  unaware ; 
Barth  gave  it  no  assistance,  and  small  cheer, 
'Neath  that  sharp  sky,  rasolvod  to  interfere 
For  its  afflicdon,  but  locikt  up  her  hand, 
Stared  fiercely  on  man's  need,  and  his  commtiad 
Bejected,  cold  as  kindness  whoa  it  cools. 
Or  charity  in  some  men's  souls.     The  pools 
And  water-courses  had  become  dead  streaks 
Of  steely  ice.     The  rushes  in  the  cceeks 
Stood  stiff  as  iron  spikea.     The  sleety  breeze. 
Itself,  had  died  for  lack,  of  aught  to  tease 
On  the  gaunt  oaks,  or  pine-Wees  numbed  and  stark. 
All  fires  ware  out,  and  every  casement  dark 
Along  the  flinty  streets.     A  famisht  mouse, 
Going  his  rounds  in  some  old  dismal  house. 
Disconsolate  (for  since  the  last  new  tax 
The  mice  began  to  gnaw  each  other's  backs). 
Seemed  (he  sole  orealnre  stirring ;  save,  perchance, 
"With  steel  glove  slowly  freezing  to  his  lance, 
A  sullen  watchman,  half  asleep,  who  stept 
About  the  turret  where  the  old  Duke  slept. 

The  young  Duke,  whom  a  waking  thought,  not 

Had  held  from  sleeping,  the  last  night  or  two. 
Considered  he  should  sleep  the  better  there, 
Provided  that  the  old  Duke  slept  elsewhere. 
Therefore  (about  four  hundred  years  ago, 
This  point  was  setUed  by  the  young  Duke  so) 
Adolphua  —  the  last  Duke  of  i^mont's  race 
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Who  reined  in  GueldorB,  after  whom  the  place 
Lapsed  into  Bui^nndian  tine  —  pat  on 
His  anrcoat,  buckled  fast  his  habei^eon, 
Went  clinking  up  that  tnrret  Btairway,  came 
To  the  turret  chamber,  whose  dini  taper  flamB 
The  gust  that  entered  with  him  booh  amote  dead, 
And  found  his  father,  sleeping  in  Ms  bed 
Ae  sound  as,  just  four  hundred  }'ears  ago, 
Good  Dukes  and  Kings  wera  wont  to  sleep,  you 


A  meagre  moon,  malignant  as  conld  be, 
Meanwhile  made  stealthy  light  enough  to  see 
The  way  by  to  the  bedside,  and  put  out 
A  hand,  too  eager  long  to  grope  about 
For  what  it  sought.     A  moment  after  that. 
The  old  Duke,  wide  awake  and  shuddering,  sat 
Stark  upright  in  the  moon  ;  his  tjiin  gray  hair 
Pluckt  oat  by  haailfiils ;  aud  that  stony  stare. 
The  seal  which  l«rror  fixes  on  surprise. 
Widening  within  the  white  aud  filniv  eyes 
With  which  the  ghastly  father  gaied  upon 
Strange  menninga  in  the  grim  face  of  the  son. 
The   young   Duke   baled   the  old  Duke  by  the 

hair 
Thus,  in  his  nightgear,  down  the  turret  stair] 
And  made  him  trot,  barefooted,  on  before 
Himself,  who  rode  a  horseback,  thiough  the  Irore 
Ami  aching  midnight  over  trozen  wold. 
And  icy  mere.     (That  wmter,  yon  might  hold 
A  hundred  fairs,  and  roast  a  hundred  sheep, 
If  you  could  find  them,  on  the  ice,  so  deep 
The  frost  had  fixt  his  floors  on  driven  piles.) 
From  Grave  to  Baren,  five-nnd-twenty  miles. 
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Tho  young  Dake  hnnted  through  the  hollow  night 
The  old  Duke,  like  a  phantom,  flitting  whits 
ThroDgli  darlmess  into  dnckness,  and  tbe  den 
Where  great  men  falling  are  forgot  by  men. 
There  in  a  dungeon,  where  oewls  dwell,  benealh 
The  tower  of  Buren  Caatle,  nntil  death 
Took  him,  he  lingered  very  miserably ; 
Some   say  for  moniha ;    some,   years.      Though 

Burgundy 
Summoned  both  son  and  father  to  appear 
Before  hira,  ere  the  end  of  that  same  year, 
And  sought  to  settle,  after  mild  rebuke, 
Some  sort  of  compromise  between  the  Duke 
And  Che  Duke's  &ther.     But  it  failed. 

This  waj 
The  Dnke  had  gained  his  Dukedom. 

At  Tournay, 
Afterwards,  in  the  foray  on  that  town. 
He  fell ;  and,  being  a  man  of  much  renown. 
And  very  noble,  with  befitting  state. 
Was  royally  interred  within  the  great 
Cathedral.     There,  with  work  of  costly  stones 
And  cnrious  craft,  above  his  ducal  bones 
They  builded  a  fair  tomb.     And  over  him 
A  hundred  priests  chanted  the  holy  hymn. 
Which  being  ended,  ....  "Our  archbishop" 

A  chronicler,  wriiiiig  about  those  days) 

"  Held  a  most  sweet  discoui'se."  ....  And  so, 

the  psalm 
Aad  silver  organ  ceasing,  in  his  calm 
And  costly  tomb  they  left  him  ;  with  his  tace. 
Turned  ever  upward  to  the  altar-place, 
Smiling  in  marble  from  the  shrine  Itelow. 
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These  things  were  done  four  hundred  years  ago, 
Adolphua,  Dnke  of  Gueldera,  in  this  way 
First  having;  gained  his  Dukedom,  as  I  say. 
After  which  time,  the  great  Dake  Charles  the  Bold 
Laid  bold  on  Guelders,  and  Iiept  fast  his  hold- 
Times  change :  and  with  the  times  tK>o  change  the 

A  liunrti'ed  years  have  rolled  away  siucB  then. 

I  mean,  since  "  Our  archbishop  "  sweetly  preached 

His  sermon  on  the  dead  Duke,  nnimpeaciied 

Of  flattery  io  the  fluent  plirase  that  juat 

Tinhled  tlie  tender  moral  o'er  the  dust 

Of  greatness,  and  with  flowers  of  Latiu  strewed. 

To  edity  a  reverent  multitude, 

The  musty  sntface  of  the  faded  theme, 

"All  flesh  is  grass :  man's  days  are  but  a  dream." 

A  l>ad  dream,  surely,  sometimes  :  waking  yet 

Too  late  deferred  1     Snch  honors  to  upset, 

Such  wrongs  to  right,  sach  for  truths  to  attain. 

Time,  though  he  toils  along  the  road  amain, 

Is  still  behindhand  ;  never  quite  gels  through 

The  long  arrears  of  work  he  finds  to  do. 

Tou  call  Time  swift?  it  costs  him  centuries 

To  move  the  least  of  human  miseries 

Out  of  the  path  he  treads.     You  call  Time  strong' 

He  does  not  dare  to  smite  an  obrioQE  wrODg 

Aside,  until 't  is  worn  too  weak  to  stand 

The  faint  dull  pressure  of  his  feeble  hand. 

The  crasj  wrong,  and  yet  how  safe  it  thrives  1 

The  little  lie,  and  yet  how  long  it  lives ! 

Meanwhile,  I  say,  a  liundred  years  have  rolled 

O'er  the  Duke's  memory. 

Now,  again  behold  I 
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Late  gleams  of  dwindled  daylight,  glad  ta  go  : 

A  sallsn  sutatnn  evatiing,  apowliug  low 

On  Tournay  :  a.  fiei'ce  sunset,  dying  down 

In  ciols  of  crimson  fiie,  remiuds  a  town 

Of  starving,  stormy  people,  how  the  glare 

Sank  into  eyes  of  agonised  despair, 

Whan  placid  pasK>i*s  of  tlie  fluek  of  Christ 

Had  finished  roastintj;  their  last  CalWnist. 

A  hot  and  lurid  night  is  steaming  up. 

Like  a  foul  film  ont  of  some  witch's  cap, 

That  awarms  with  devils  spawned  from  her  damned 

charms. 
For  the  red  light  of  burning  burgs  and  farms 
Oozes  all  round,  beneath  the  locked  black  lids 
Of  heaven.     Something  on  the  air  foi'bidB 
A  creature  to  feel  happy,  or  at  rest. 
The  night  is  cursed,  and  carries  in  her  breast 
A  guilty  conscience.     Strange,  too  !  since  of  late 
The  Church  is  busy,  putting  all  things  strfught, 
And  taking  comfortable  eare  W  keep 
The  fold  snug,  and  all  prowlers  from  the  sheep. 
To  which  good  end,  upon  this  self-same  night, 
A  much  dismayed  Town  Council  has  thought  right 
To  set  a  Guard  of  Terror  round  about 
The  great  Cathedral ;  fearing  lest  a  rout 
Of  these  misguided  creatures,  prone  to  sin. 
As  lately  proven,  should  break  rudeiy  in 
There,  where  Adolphus,  Duke  of  Guelders,  and 
Other  dead  dukes,  by  whom  this  happy  land 
Was  once  kept  quiet  in  good  times  gone  by, 
With  saints  and  bishops  sleeping  qnielly. 
Enjoy  at  last  the  slumber  of  the  just ; 
In  marble  ;  mixing  not  their  noble  dust 
With  common  clay  of  the  infeciov  dead. 
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Therefore  you  hear,  with  moody,  measured  tread. 
This  Guard  of  Terror  going  its  grim  watch, 
Through  ominous  siienoe.    Scaree  sufficient  match. 
However,  even  fiir  a  linndred  lean, 
Stari'cd  wretches,  lasht  to  madness,  havinq;  seen 
Somewhat  (00  long,  or  loo  nnworthilj  looked 
Upon,  their  vile  belongings  being  cooked 

To  suit  each  priEStly  palate If  to-night 

Those  mod  dogs  slip  the  muzzle,  'ware  their  bite! 

And  so,  perchance,  the  thankless  people  thought: 
For,  as  the  night  wore  off,  a  much-distraught 
And   murmurous  crowd  came  thronging  wild  to 

where, 
I'  Hie  market-place,  each  stifled  thoroughfare 
Disgorges  its  pent  populace  almut 
The  great  Ca^edral. 

Suddoolj,  a  sliout, 
As  though  Hell's  brood  had  broken  loose,  roeked 

all 
Heayen's  black  roof  dismal  and  funereal. 
As  when  a  spark  is  dropt  into  a  train 
Of  nitre,  swiftly  ran  from  braiu  10  brain 
A  single  fiery  purpose,  and  at  last 
Exploded,  roaring  down  the  vague  and  vast 
Heart  of  the  shaken  cily.     Then  a  swell 
Of  wrathful  faces     rres  st  ble 
Sweeps  to  the  great  Ci  1  edral  doora  ;  disarms 
The  Guard ;     roars   up  tl  e   hollow   nave ;    and 


There,  such  a  s  ght  w 
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When  half  a  world  goes  mad,  makes  sober  men 
In  after  years,  who  oomfortablj'  ait 
In  ea5j-chairB  (o  weigh  and  ponder  it, 
lievise  the  various  theories  of  mankind, 
PuKzling  hofli  others  and  themselves  to  find 
Sew  veasoDS  for  unreasonable  old  wrongs. 

YallH,     howlinga,     cursings ;     grim     tiimullnona 

tliroDgs; 
The  mecamorptioses  of  mad  despair : 
Men  with  wolves'  fa<?es,  women  with  fierce  hair 
And  frenxied  eyes,  turned  furies :  over  all 
The  torchlight  tossing  in  perpetnal 
Pulsation  of  tremendoas  glare  or  gloom. 
They  climb,  they  cling  from  altar-piece  and  tomb ; 
Whilst  pickaxe,  crowbar,  pitchfork,  billet,  each 
Chance  weapon  caught  within  the  reckless  reach 
Of  those  whose  single  will  a  thousand  means 
Subserve  to  (terrible  wild  kings  and  queens. 
Whose  solo  dominions  are  despairs),  Ihroagh  alt 
The  marble  monuments  majestlcal 
Go  crashing.     Basalt,  lapis,  syenite, 
Porphyry,  and  pediment,  in  splinters  bright, 
Tumhied  with  claps  of  thunder,  clattering 
Boll  down  the  dark.     The  surly  sinners  sing 
A  horrible  black  santis,  so  lo  cheer 
The  work  in  hand.     And  avermore  you  hear 
A  shont  of  atcfal  joy,  as  down  goes  some 
Three-hundrod-jcars-old  treasure.     Crowded,  come 
To  glut  the  grcatcning  bontire,  chalices 
Of  gold  and  silver,  copes  and  cibories, 
Stained  altar-cloths,  spoiled  pictur 
Btatuea,  and  broken  organ  tubes  and  ven 
The  spoils  of  generations  all  destroyed 
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In  one  wild  moment !     Possibly  grown  clojcd 
And  languid,  then  a  lean  icoDoclast, 
Drooping  a  Hullea  ejeljd,  fell  at  last 
To  reading  lazily  the  letters  graven. 
Aronnd  the  royal  tomb,  red  porphyry-paren, 
Black-pillared,  enowj-alabbcd,  and  acnlptured  fair. 
He  sat  on,  listless,  with  spiked  elbows  bare. 
When  (suddenly  inspired  with  some  new  hale 
To  yells,  tlie  hollow  roofs  reverberate 
As  though  the  Judgment- Angel  passed  among 
Their  rafters,  and  the  gr«at  booms  clanged  and 

rung 
Against   his   griding  wing)  ho  shrieks  :   "  Come 

forth, 
Adolphus,  Duke  of  Gnelders  1  for  thy  worth 
Should  not  be  hidden,"    Forthwith,  all  men  shout : 
"  Strike,  split,  crash,  dig,  and  drag  the  tyrant  oat ! 
Let  him  be  judged  ] ''    And  from  the  drowsy,  dark, 
Enormous  aislts,  a  hundred  echoes  bark 
And  helloiv,  —  "  Judged  !  " 

Then  those  dread  liclors  all. 
Marching  before  the  magisterial 
Curule  of  tardy  Time,  with  rod  and  axe. 
Fall   to   theif   work.      The   cream-white  marble 

The  lucid  alahaEter  flies  in  flakee. 

The  iron  bindings  burst,  the  bridtwork  quakes 

Beneath   their  strokes,  and   the  great  stone  lid 

shivers 
"With  thunder  on  the  pavement.     A  torch  quivers 
Over  the  yawning  vault.     The  vast  crowd  draws 
Its  breath  back  hissing.     In  that  sultry  pause 
A  man  o'erstrides  the  tomb,  and  drops  beneath ; 
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Anothsr ;  then  another.     StJIl  its  breatJi 

The  crowd  holds,  hnshfiil.     At  the  last  appears, 

Uoravaged  by  a  hundred  wicked  years. 

Borne  on  hroad  shoulders  from  the  tomb  \o  which 

Broad  shoulders  bore  him ;  coining,  in  his  rich 

liobes  of  magDiliceace  (by  swea^g  Hiumbs 

Of  eayage  artisans,  —  as  each  one  comes 

To    stare    into    his    dead    face,  —  smearad    and 

smudged), 
Adolphus,  Duke  of  Guelders,  .  .  .  -to  bo  judged! 

And  then  and  there,  in  that  strange  jndgmenl^hall. 
As,  gathering  round  their  royal  criminal, 
Troopt  the  wild  jury,  the  dead  Duke  was  found 
To  be  as  fresb  in  face,  in  flesh  as  sound, 
Aa  though  he  had  been  buried  yesterday ; 
So  well  the  embalmer'e  work  from  all  decay 
Had  kept  his  royal  person.     With  his  great 
Grim  truncheon  propt  on  hip,  his  robe  of  statu 
Heaped  in  vast  folds  his  large-built  limbs  around. 
The  Duke  lay,  looking  as  in  life ;  and  frowned 
A  fr\>wn  that  seemed  as  of  a  living  man. 

Meanwhile  those  judges  their  assize  began. 

And,  having,  in  incredibly  brief  time, 

Decided  that  in  nothing  save  Ms  crime 

The  Duke  exceeded  mere  humanity, 

Free,  for  the  first  time,  its  own  cause  to  try, 

So   long  ignored,  —  they   peeled  Mm,   limb   by 

Bare  of  the  mingled  pomps  that  mantled  Mm  ; 
Stript,  singed  him,  slabbed  him,  stampt  npon 

His  cheek,  and  spat  upon  it,  slit  Ms  throat. 
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Cniaht  liis  big  brow,  and  cloye  his  crown,  and  left 

Adolphns,  Guelders'  last  own  Duke,  bereft 

Of  sepulture;  and  naiied,  on  the  floor 

Of  the  Cathedral.     Where,  six  days  or  more 

He  rested,  rotting.     What  remained,  indeed. 

After  the  rats  had  had  their  daily  feed. 

Of  the  great  Duke,  some  unknown  hand,~'i 

In  tho  lo'wn  cesspool, 


I  eciK  ETiUlppe  de  Comines  (qui  mi 
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Pri  Ltoe.    The  < 
(MjjSI.    late. 


Another  moment,  and  'tis  finishtl     Ha, 
The  white  precipitate  begins  to  form  1 
■We'll  set  thee  there,  Death's  Angel.     PreBentlj" 
Thou  shall  be  ephered. 

Good  ignorant  follts  believe 
Tbe  art  of  kingcraiVs  writ  in  histories 
E;  sages,  conned  from  chrouieles,  and  slmped 
I'  the  coancil  chamber.    Fools  1  that  wicked  craft 


er-in-]aw  la  htfltortcal.    Tbe  Bnbjeot  baa  been  hu^denlally 
hla  caDtemporary  eulogiata  addrassea  UieBa  lines  t  — 

"  Brtuhlano'a  ni, 
Murtherini;  hie  Dutchesse,  bath  by  tb;  lare  aklU 
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Lies  hidden  here.     And  who  would  study  it 

Must  1>e  content  to  soil  his  hands  .  ■  ,  ■  like  these  I 

(That  Btain  hath  never  come  awaj,  —  nor  will. 

AnA  now  the  story  that  it  l£lls  is  old 

As  the  new  fortunes  of  this  House  I)  ....  must  soil 

IKs  hands,  I  say,  as  these  be  soiled,  and  make 

That  sort  of  sui^eon'a  needle  of  his  mind 

Which  may  go  through  the  bloody  matter  crammed 

Into  these  murtheroua  manuals  of  death ; 

Wherein  some  mont,  among  his  erucibles, 

Hath  noted  down  how  such  and  such  an  one, 

That  plotted,  prospered,  sinned,  and  still  slept  sound. 

Displeased  a  Prince  ofl  such  and  such  a  day. 

And  presently  men  missed  him  ;  snch  a  lady. 

With  eyes  so  lustrous  dark,  and  lips  so  red, 

Wore  roses  in  her  bosom  at  the  ball, 

On  such  a  night,  and  whispered  one  that  smiled 

Beside  her  for  a  moment  in  the  dance, 

"  To-morrow  I  awidt  thee,"  then  wont  homo 

Happy,  and  slept,  and  never  waked  ;  or  how 

Oq  such  a  day  the  Conte  de  Virtil 

Poisoned  his  uncle  in  a  dish  of  beans, 

With  something  in  the  salt,  —  which  some  surmise. 

Erroneously,  white  hellebore,  but  he 

That  writes  hath  proved  it  arsenic    This,  at  least. 

Is  policy  in  the  school  of  Cosimo  1 

And,  night  hy  night,  I,  sitting  here,  hatch  death 
For  (his  detested  race,  whose  badge  I  wear,  — 
The  better  to  destroy  them  I  who,  for  this. 
Deem  me  their  servant  ....  me,  pale,  patient  slave 
Of  one  sublime  Idea,  that,  sitting  throned 
At  God's  right  hand,  boks  down  and  laugh*  at 
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White  the  slow  hours  lead  on  her  destoed  daj. 
The  Hemesis  of  History !  me,  whose  back 
Is  bent  to  this,  by  culling  bitWr  herbs 
To  swell  this  scum,  till  it  boil  o'er,  and  purge 
The  rising  caldron  of  the  wrath  of  God  I 

0  thou,  my  martyred  brother,  sainted  sonl, 
Dear  mnrdei'cd  ghost,  that,  unavenged,  criest  out 
To  shame  HeaTen's  silence,  —  I'ra  Girolamo  ! 
We  two  were  servants  to  the  same  Idea  : 
Thou,  in  the  sun  ;  I,  in  the  shadow ;  thou 

The  judge,  and  I  the  executioner. 

Which  chose  the  surer  service  ?     Didst  thou  deem 

Of  such  vile  stuff  as  these  degenerate  times 

Show  all  men  made  of,  to  rebuild  anew 

This  broken  Italy,  and  transmute  to  gold, 

For  Freedom's  crown,  mixt  metal  so  made  up 

Of  meanest  elements  t     0,  too  dearly  paid, 

Brror  too  noble  I     This  flawed  crucible. 

And  these  dead  minerals  which,  year  by  year, 

1  to  ennoble  hare  SO  idly  toiled, 

Might  teach  us  both  the  folly  of  that  dream. 
But  thou  art  gone.     And  still  the  rabble  crowd. 
That  ti'eed  Barabbas  and  rejected  Christ, 
Caps  to  the  common  tyrant,     I  work  on, 
FQ.tient  as  Death.     Because  my  trust  is  rather 
In  man's  crimes  than  his  virtues.     Rather  here, 
With  Messer  Nicolo  Machiavelli,  brother 
(Whose  book 's  the  bible  of  that  bitter  faith 
Thy  life  rejected,  bnt  thy  death  confirms). 
Than  in  the  force  of  any  single  life 
To  leaven  this  dead  lump,  and  quickon  it 
With  such  a  heal,  as  in  chine  ashes  left 
The  latest  human  hope  of  Florence  cold, 
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Lost  Savonarola  1     Lei  the  ehames  0'  the  time 
Increase  and  multiply  I  the  swifter  apoedi 
Tlie  hour  of  ratiovation,  Euranioneing 
To  the  stern  sessions  of  the  assembled  Fates 
Earth's  full-gcown  wickednesses. 

Sons  of  Cain, 
Prosper,  —  ana  perish  !  whiles  I  nurse  your  race 
Tor  condemnation.     T,  whose  eyes  have  seen 
The  &ther  buried,  and  whose  hands  have  hope 
To  sepulchre  the  sons  I     Who  takes  the  sword 
Shall  perish  by  it.     Be  it  mine  to  sow 
The  cropping  seed,  whilst  thou,  dread  harvester 
Of  lusty  sins,  laborious  Liberty, 
Whose  fbisoa  is  the  fullnsared  field  of  Time, 
Sett'st  to  the  sickle  sharp  thy  scorned  right  hand. 
Which  shall  anon  with  unrelenting  swathe 
Heap  in  tie  ruddy  upsprout. 

Hist  I     Who  knocks  ? 


FRANOBSCO  (entering). 

Salimia,  tibil 
Is  the  staff  ready  ? 
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O,  we  can  wait.     How  manj'  drops  ? 

One,  Highness. 


Is  that  enoagh  t     Well,  life  'a  a  vapor.  Friar. 

Man's  fiesh  is  but  the  flower  of  the  field. 

And  in  the  midst  Of  life  we  are  in  death. 

Last  night  the  CaValiere  Antenori 

Expired,  at  Twelve,     He  did  confess  his  sins. 

And  died,  I  tmst,  repentant.     Heaven  have  mcroy 

Upon  Ma  soul ! 


Amea.     What  died  ho  of? 


Peace,  Monk  1     A  man  dies  by  the  band  of  God. 
The  scandal  grew  ....  Why  oven  King  Philip 
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What?  what?  you  question  me 
Beware  I     But  I  liave  spoken  with  Don  Pietro. 
The  honor  of  our  brother's  wife,  Fra  Lnke ! 
By  Bacchus  1  and  the  thing  is  infamous. 
Let  hiiu  look  to  it ! 


But  he  'b  so  light ! 
Heady  and  light;,    'T  is  idle  talking  to  him. 
And  eaten  up  with  dehte.     And  vices.     Zounds, 
'T  is  Che  most  infamona  knight  in  ChiiEtcndom  1 
Without  a  spark  of  honor  —  piety  — 
The  most  oDgodly  Good-for-naaght  ....  'FailJi, 

We  are  not  fortunate  in  our  fatnily, 

Notiiing  but  scandals  I     I  am  all  day  long 

Whitewashing  their  iniquities  ;  and  still 

Uur  House  stinks  in  men's   nostrils  —  and  they 

Worse  than  a  plague-pit ! 


But  your  Highni 
Will  make  it  quite  a  whiteil  sepulchre. 
O  my  good  lord,  Iiow  well  this  coble  zeal 
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For  ttie  fair  fame  of  your  illustrionE  House 
Becomes  jour  august  father's  glorious  son  1 
Could  yon  but  know  how  fervent  ia  my  faith 
In  that  vast  work,  for  whose  accompIiBhraent 
My  soul  divines  in  your  great  daily  deeds 
The  nnanawerahle  warrant  of  High  God  1 
But  shrink  not  1  shrink  not  1  yon  have  liit  to  go, 
And  much  to  do,  — -in  furtherance  of  God's  will. 
Shrink  not,  great  Master  of  tlie  Mediei ! 


I'ra  I/Uke,  Fra  Luke !    pray  Heaven  to  yield  u 

strength. 
We  have  most  painful  duties  to  perforra. 


I  have  pi 
The  molhar  of  that  lad,  she  shall  not  lack 
Justice.     But  we  must  have  no  public  prate. 
It  must  be  d'     "  '' 


What  lad,  Master  ? 


That  — P^e  of  Isahelta's  — what's  his  i 
Leiio,  I  think  —  that  Troilo  Orsini 
Most  impudently  did  assassinate. 
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Wilh  no  consideratioa  for  ouraelres. 

Nor  for  the   Church  of  God.  — For,  think,  Fi-a 

The  brat  was  stabbed  in  ouv  own  lirery. 
And  died  before  he  could  his  sine  confess, 
In  our  own  sister's  house  —  before  hor  face  — 
By  day  —  and  on  a.  Sunday !     What 's  iJie  hour  t 


Nigh  midnight,  by  the  Duomo  clock.     I  heard 
Three  quarlers  sinking  t»  the  middle  night, 
A  littlo  while  before  your  Highness  knocked. 


I'll  see  him  now,  then.   Go.   The  southwest  wing, 

(Bnt  not  by  the  grand  staircase,  for  yonr  life  1 1 

There 's,  in  the  little  chamber,  where  last  stood 

That  rose  I  sent  His  Catholic  Majesty,  — 

My  porcolwn — you  remember  t  —  the  new  shape — 

Nowwiuting  —  you  shall  know  him  by  the  plume  — 

A  white  one  —  in  his  hat  —  a  man  much  injured : 

Our  sister's  husband,  Paolo  Giordano 

Orsini,  of  Bracoiano.     Bring  him  here 

By  the  masked  stairway.     And  be  carefnl.  Monk, 

To  slip  the  spear  back  in  the  Cupid's  hand 

That  'b  last  of  all  the  group,  which,  cluslered,  hides 

The  spring  I  showed  you,  that  unlocks  the  door 

Between  l£e  two  great  mirrors.     {Twenty  Loves 

Fighting  a  hare ;  Bianca's  notion  that, 

And  Venice  work.)     The  Duke  and  I  have  busi- 

And  you  will  find  him  waiting.     Go. 
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Tour  HightlC8», 
Lite  the  true  artist,  no  detail  neglects, 
But  your  least  work  ia  thorough. 


Flatterer! 
We  all  must  do  what  little  good  we  can. 
Life  is  £0  short !     lie  quick. 


(More  marder !)    Sir, 

Your  Highness  shall  not  wail.  I  '11  bring  the  Duke. 

\Exil  :Fu  LtiEE. 

rRANCBSOO  ((Jam). 
Ay.     Life  ia  short,  so  short  I  Brief,  brief  and  evil  1 
O  what  a  business  have  I  hero,  to  purge 
Of  its  bad  blood  this  fat  and  pnrsj  time. 
And  keep  a  decent  deanness  in  m;  Court ! 
When  am  I  ever  idle  ?     Where  'a  ihe  Prince 
In  Christendom,  whatever  Philip  says. 
That 's  more  deeoroos,  or  more  citeamspeot 
Than  I,  more  nicely  careful  to  maintain 
Proper  appearances  in  men  and  things. 
And  yet  withal,  —  the  abanw  of  it  'a  in  tJiat,  — 
More  haraBsed  in  his  house  by  kindred  more 
Disorderly,  more  thankless  1     Ferdinand,  — 
And  he  a  Cardinal,  and  my  heir,  —  that 's  worse  I 
Cnise  him  1  be 's  nothing  but  a  conduit,  be, 
Perpetually  conducting  Christian  coin 
Out  of  the  coffers  of  my  careful  thrift 
Into  the  greasy  purses  of  the  Jews ; 
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Malting  Mmself  {a  pillar  of  the  Church  !} 
Chief  comor-slooe  o'  the  new  Jemsalem. 
Small  thaoks  to  him,  if  I  myself  some  day 
Be  not  in  Ahraham's  hosom !    Heaven  knows  ho^ 
Mj  sabEtance  goes  K)  fatten  Abraham's  seed. 
And  the  rogues  multiply  I     Abram  begets 
Isaac,  and  Isaac  Jacob.     Piotro,  too. 
The  most  UQhlusiiiug  profligate  tJiat  breathes, 
Connives,  unshamed,  at  his  own  cuokledom  ! 
And  Bialer  Isabella  ....  'sdeath  I  I  '11  make 
A  clean  sweep  this  time.     Let  thera  look  to  it. 
'Sdeath !  even  Philip  shall  be  satisfled. 

[Tfte  clock  strikes  ouliide  from  ihe  Duoms. 
Hark  !  there 's  another  day  gone.     Coin  by  coin, 
The  scrupulotis  Time  tells  out  bis  sounding  smli, 
And  rings  the  tested  metal,  that  he  owes 
Eteruity,  that  usurer  of  life, 
Which,  lending  little,  takes  our  all  at  last. 
And  gives  back  nothing  got. 

Go,  coin  of  time. 
No  longer  current  I  pay  in  part  life's  loan. 
Go,  with  the  image  of  a  Christian  Prince 
Stamped  on  thee,  to  the  treasury  of  Heaven! 
Bear  witness  for  rae  to  the  King  of  kings. 
That  I,  Francesco  dei  Medid, 
Grand  Dnke  of  Florence  bj  the  grace  of  G!od, 
That  grace  requite  by  no  disgraceful  rale. 
Uphold  the  Church,  promote  Reli^on,  keep 
Morality  respected,  and  pluck  off 
Even  from  the  oherisht  body  of  my  House 
Offtndiog  limbs.     Bear  witness  there  's  no  deed 
Done  in  the  dark  against  Heaven's  Throne,  oi 
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(Which  to  keep  heavenly  white  is  my  desire,) 
But  I  have  eyes  to  see  it,  and  no  place 
On  earth  so  distant,  where  ill-doers  hide. 
But  I  have  arms  to  reach  it. 

Welcome,  Duto! 

BEicciAKo  (eniemij  viiih  rEA  i-cke). 
Your  Highness'  humble  servant.     What  stranga 


The  State's  workshop,  Bir. 
Good  simple  soldier,  in  this  little  cell 
The  spider,  Policy,  all  arms,  all  eyes. 
Spins,  unpeceeived,  the  crafty  web  that  takes 
That  bnazing  fool,  the  world.     My  father,  Duke, 
He  was  a  mso  by  all  mankind  esteemed 
Moat  fortunate.    .His  hair,  befbro  its  time. 
Grew  gray  with  study.     Study  of  what,  you  won 

Chemicala.      Studied  where?     Hero,  in  this  cell. 
Chemistry,  Soldier,  trust  me,  is  a  science 
Which  now-a'days  we  sceptred  stndei^  need 
To  stndy  more  than  yonr  rough  art  of  war. 
But  that  'a  beyond.     Be  seated,  brave  Bracdano- 
We  prove  our  love  and  roufidence  in  you, 
Seeing  you  hero,  where  few  have  seen  us.     Sit. 

BBACCIABO. 

I  wait  your  Highness'  orders. 
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PBAHCKSCO, 

True.     But  stay. 
Ton  have  not  slept  upon  the  road  froia  Rome. 
For  that  we  thank  joa.     'T  was  not  without  cause 
That  our  despatch  was  urgent.     But,  no  doubt, 
Yon  inuat  be  tired  and  bungiy,  and  lE  need 
Of  some  cefresliment.     Ope  the  door,  I'ra  Luke. 
There  'b  supper  ix 


a  brace  of  beccafiche  ? 


My  Lord,  no,  thank  yon.     Savory  though  thej  bi 

These  cliemicals  of  youce  scarw  whet  the  edge 

Of  a  man's  appetite ;  and  as  for  me, 

I  have  about  me  no  digestive  stuff, 

Ko  spider  paste,  no  powdered  unicorn  horn. 

Or  any  other  kind  of  stitnalant 

Against  a  loo-long  after-dinner  sleep. 


Ha,  ha,  Bracciano  I 


No,  Sir,     Most  sad  and  sober.     You  w 


lor.;:,.  Google 


464    CHRONICLES  AND  CHARACTEB8. 


Leave  us,  then,  Fra  Lnke. 
Yoa  shall  lie  satiafied,  good  brother-in-law. 
A  word,  Fra  Luke !     Xow  pardon,  dear  Oisini. 
But  if  you  knew  what  lovers  you  have  here 
(I  and  Fra  Luke.     Ib  it  not  so,  Fra  Luke?) 
Of  the  true  mastera  of  the  Tuscan  tongue  J 
There  '9  in  our  private  library,  Fra  Luke, 
Prosh  from  the  printer's  hand  ....  what  type ! 

what  type  [ 
The  purified  and  expm^ated  l«xt,  — 
'T  is  by  the  Cavaliere  Leonardo,  — 
Of  the  Uacameron  of  Boccaccio. 
Be  good  enough  to  look  at  it.     One  thing 
Is  sure,  at  least,  —  you  will  admire  the  type. 
And  let  us  know  your  mind  upon  the  text 
Presently.     On  the  whole,  it  seems  to  us 
The  Cavaliere  has  succeeded  woli, 
And  with  no  common  skill,  in  no  slight  task. 
So  many  shocking  and  unseemly  parts 
In  the  first  nude  robustness  of  the  text 
Needing  to  be  decorously  concealed 
In  flowers  of  language  cacofully  arranged. 
Or  ft-oin  the  body  of  the  book  removed 
Wholly,  with  such  incision  nice  as  leaves 
No  beauty  bleraished.     Look  at  it,  Fra  Lnke. 
0,  what  a  fallen  thing  is  Human  Nature  ! 
Alas,  alas,  Fra  Lukij !  is  it  not  sad 
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That  such  ft  genius,  sach  a  man  as  this 

Meseer  Giovanni,  should  be  damned  ?     And  yet, 

Wliat  can  we  think,  Pra  Iinke'   what  mast  we 


The  beet  of  oi 

Must  InJ^ely  count  upon  that  tolerance 

In  him  that,  having  made,  best  knows,  mankind. 

Bat,  may  it  pleose  jour  Highness,  there 's  no  doubt 

Meseer  Giovanni  did  repent  his  sina 

ITpoQ  his  death-bod,  and  so  passed  in  peace. 


Are  you  qnit«  sure  of  that  ^  I  am  very  glad. 
A  man  of  so  much  genius  I  And  you  say 
He  saw,  at  last,  Fra  Luke,  and  did  repent. 
The  many  errors  of  his  pen^  Well,  well. 
Morality  thus  triumphs  at  the  last. 
It  comforts  me  \a  tMnk  be  is  not  damned. 
May  it  be  true ! 


('Sblood !  am  I  his  fai 
To  be  held  hooded  on  the  hand  of  him. 
While  he  —  the  pepper  merchant — )  I  r( 
Tout  Highness  that,  not  having  yet  the  ' 
To  be  a  lackey  of  the  Medici, 
I  lack  that  paticntncss  which,  as  it  seemc 
Such  office  craves. 
VOL.   I.  30 
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le  Boccaccio  till  we  call. 


{The  spider  and  tlie  wasp.     I  back  the  spider.) 

[Exit  FBI  Idee. 


Be  seated,  Duke.     Be  seated.     Now,  \a  bus 

[Aft'r  1 
Duke  of  Bracciftno,  our  good  brother-in-law 
It  needs  not  now  that  we  reraomber  yon 
Of  our  past  loves,  and  care  for  jour  good  a 
Whose  house  bo  neighbors  oi  ■  "  - 
Mnst  bum  oi 


I  know  jour  Highness'  goodness 
Anil  —  as  it  merits  —  thank  it.  Pray,  my  lord. 
Come  quiclilj  lo  the  matter. 
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We  are  the  laughlng-stodt  of  this  lewd  town ! 
I  am  in  you  ofiended,  jou  in  me. 
Our  most  unwortiiy  sistef  —  joor  worse  wife  — 
O'ertasts  tlie  common  tongue  to  count  up  all 
Her  manifold  miscondacts. 


T  than  a  strumpet,  good  Bracciano. 


0  much,  my  loriJ,  I  must  lament  fhe  caua 
As  much  I  do  admire  your  noble  anger. 
And  theo,  to  think  the  (raitor  lives  — 


Who  hath  so  wickedly  abused  your  faith 

Too  fondly  ^ven  —  all  ties  of  blood  —  all  tillca 

That  lionor  'a  heid  by  — 


Hell,  and  all  its  devils ! 
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A.J,  Ihat  'a  the  worst  of  all. 
I  am  stifling. 

Though  the  Wwc  might  t« 
The  name,  Grand  Duke  of  Florence  ? 


Troilo 
Orsini,  and  thy  cousin, 


Most  basely  hath  betrayed  you. 


Ay,     Realize  that  Srst.     It  will  t^e  time- 
Foe  such  thiciga  toaghiy  task  credulity 
In  all  men's  uatnres,  but  the  soldier's  most ; 
Whose  QOble  wont  is  never  to  expect 
The  hlow  that  stabs  behind.     But,  for  the  proofs 
Ofthis  bad  truth  ....  no  matter!  fhey  can  wait. 
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Duke,  I  have  brooded  on  thoao  wrongs  of  yonrs 


Grand  Duke,  Orsini. 


Certainly.     Most  granti ! 
In  this  detestable  den  of  yours,  I  say, 
Where  nothing  wholesome  is,  naught  '3  natural 
But  what  is  wholly  monstrous.     Here  you  hatch 
Each  chance-spawned  slander  of  the   shattering 

Shut  in  this  stew  where  no  good  air  is  breathed. 
Where  each  rile  fancy  coolis  her  fcetid  eggs. 
Where  all  abominable  thoughts  are  brewed. 
Until  at  last,  from  brooding  on  these  things. 
These  lies  ...  . 
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■e  mostly  fools, 


Ay,  and  at  nature's  manly  bidding  spnm 
The  lie  whieh  wrongs  all  natural  manliness. 
You  are  decdved,  my  lord.     I  '11  not  believe  il 


You  are  deceived.     Most  ivictedly  deceived. 


Duke,  you  loSl:  tbongh  ni 
You  would  not.      O  unhappy  infidel. 
Already  all  the  town  doth  pity  thee. 


That  cannot  be.  Were  this  the  etuMd  jest 
Of  street  and  tavern,  as  yonr  talk  implies, 
I  should,  myself,  have  heard  it. 
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What,  at  Eome  1 


Why  not  at  Eome?    There  's  laik  enough  in  Rome 
That  'a  little  to  the  credit,  as  it  goes, 
Of  the  illuEtrious  femily  of  mj  wife. 


Mj-  lord,  we  know  it.  More  Ik^w.^=  ...  . 
To  silence  ihis  same  talk.  Bnt  married  n 
Are  a  strange  kind  of  asses  with  short  ears 
That  are  not  quickly  tickled  by  such  talk. 
It  is  the  mercy,  Duke,  of  Proridenco 
That  made  them  thus. 


Ay,  Duke. 
But  one  —  Francesco  dci  Medici  — 
Knows  everything  —  at  least  in  Koronce.     Much 
To  you  and  me,  my  lord,  it  matters  not 
If  true  or  felse  the  talk  of  Floreaee  town. 
The  talking  town  tdks  of  us.     That  'a  enoi^li. 
The  feult  of  that's  in  Isabella  now. 
If  lalk  goes  on,  the  fault  will  be  in  ub. 
For  we  are  gentleman  and  Christians,  Duke. 
I  have  a  brother's  duty  to  perform, 
And  you  a  husband'e.     But  the  talk's  all  true. 
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It  happens,  this  time.     By  and  by  peruse 

Those  papers,  Duke.     And  learn  betimes  to  know 

That  I  know  everything. 


Most  wretched  m; 
Thou  bnyest  thy  knowledge  at  too  duar  a  pcioo 
That  which  wo  know  mnat  maJte  us  ignorant 
Of  happiness  forever  :  ignorant 
Of  wholoBome  human  faith  forevermore. 
O  God,  the  misery  of  knowing  this  [ 
The  misery  of  it  I 


Ay.     'T  is  bad  enough. 
Yon  see,  that  rascal  Troilo  has  spoiled  all 
Our  care  to  keep  things  qniet.     But  for  this 
We  might  have  let  your  Duchess  grow  in  peace 
That  crop  of  horns  iat  her  wise  husband's  head, 
Which  now,  I  fear,  must  off  with  some  sharp  lop 

ping. 
But  he,  the  fool,  for  stupid  jealonsy 
Of  some  well-looking  lad,  a  sort  of  Page 
Of  Isabel's,  1  think,  —  no  name,  no  name,  — 
Good  honest  country  fblk  his  Mndred  are, 
And  scandalized  amazingly,  — almost 
It  makes  me  smile,  their  infinite  surprise 
And  indignation  at  what,  after  all, 
Was,  though  on  his  part  an  immense  mistake. 
Yet,  in  its  way,  a  kind  of  compliment 
From  such  a  man  as  your  illustrious  cousin 
To  their  unlucky  kinsman  :  but,  you  see. 
As  I  was  telling  you,  from  jealousy 
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This  foolish  Troilo  has  Etabl>ed  the  youth. 
Almost  in  public.     And,  in  Hbort,  tbe  thing 
Has  made  an  uglj  talk  about  us  all. 
And  this  dead  cub's  curst  dam  is  sluieking  oat 
For  law,  and  jnstice,  aad  the  devil  knows  what. 
To  me.  Grand  Duke  of  Plorenee. 


Troilo ! 
The  gentle,  ever-quiet,  small,  weak  boy 
I  used  to  cariy,  when  we  two  were  young. 
Upon  my  back  —  barefooted  I,  and  he 
Hugging  ray  neck,  while,  like  a  wise  chutcli  daw. 
He  chattered,  witi  aagadous  spritelinesa 
(The  sagest  little  man  that  ever  waa  I ) 
High  up  the  mountain  torrents  I     Troflo  1 
Him  that  I  taught  to  ride,  to  fence,  to  swim, 
And  neyer  jet  could  teach  an  evil  thing, 
Rebuked,  as  well  my  boisterous  youth  might  be. 
By  that  girl's  face  of  his !     My  Troilo, 
My  more  than  cousin,  sister-brother  1  he 
To  whose  chaste  woman-hands  I  gave  in  charge. 
As  to  a  saint's,  my  honor  and  my  home  I 


Most  vjllaoously  hath  betrayed  them  both. 
Bracciano,  milk  that  '3  spill  ....  You  know  the 

proverb. 
Think  only  how  you  best  may  be  avenged. 
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Traitors  and  knaves  ^  No  better,  enre,  the  real, 
Than  my  most  trnsled  Mend  1  All  women,  loo  t 
For  beiag  —  what  niy  wife  has  proved  they  are. 
That  was  the  best  of  them  I  ever  knew  ! 
Vengeance  'i  on  all  tiie  world  1  for  all  the  world 
la  my  wrong-doer,  —  snfiering  such  wrongs  in  it. 
Vengeance?  on  Heaven!  thatmade.andyetmain- 

So  vile  a  world  as  this,     O  where,  where,  where. 
In  all  the  armory  of  human  wrath 
At  most  inhuman  wrongs,  shall  I  find  arms 
Enough  for  such  a,  vengeance  f 


Stoop  thine  eai 
Stay  I  let  me  first  make  sure  wo  arc  unheard. 
Keyholes  have   ears  ;   those  ears   have   tongues 

Utterance ;  and  I,  myself,  the  groat  arch  spy, 

From  parasitic  spies  am  never  free. 

No  I  I  have  tried  the  doors.     All 's  fast  I  This  waj 

IWhisptri 
Devil  1  thou  has  poured  hellfire 


Thou  hast  no  choice,  Bracdano. 
Focbid  it.  Heaven!. 
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And  my  boy, 
My  innocent  brat !     When  he  shall  ask  one  day, 
"  i'aflicr,  where  ia  my  mottier  "i "  God  will  listen. 
And  only  Hell  dare  answer  I 


Bah !     Myself, 
I  '11  answer.     Tush,  the  boy  need  never  know  : 
Or,  knoiviDg  it,  he  shall  approve  the  deed. 
I  '11  educate  bini> 


She  is  judged  already. 
'Sdeath,  Duke  !     What  wrongs  are  mine  to  match 
with  yours  ^ 
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But  not  the  mother  of  thy  children.     0, 
If  they  most  lose  their  lives,  all  they  whc 
Are  lost  in  credit  by  a  losel  tongue, 
There  'II  be  none  living  left  \o  ^y  Ihe  n 
Why  shonld  I  rashly  ratify  the  word 
Of  the  unthinking  rabble  "i 


Cesar's  wife 
(Reineinher,  Duke,  what  Sneionius  eays) 
He  anffereiJ  not  t    ' 


Ay,  man.     But  still  he  did  not  nrnrder  hei. 


Hush  I  murder 's  not  the  word. 


0,  judgment,  is 
Just  judges  are  we,  I  and  thou,  Francesco  I 
Listen  10  me,  Sir.     I  'm  no  hypoerite, 
Wliose  fault  was,  lirst  of  all,  ^is  hideous  coil  ? 
O,  do  yon  think  that  I  deceive  myself 
Enough  to  ba  deceivad  by  you  t     Sir,  hear  me, 
Here  was  I,  Head  of  the  Oi-sini,  son 
Of  a  long  line  of  ducal  sires,  whose  names 
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Were  old,  —  incalculably  old,  I  aay. 
Before  the  first  small  Medici  was  dropt 
Into  this  world,  by  chaoee,  to  make  what  way 
Chance  still  might  help  him  lo  find  out  through  it. 
So  far,  so  well.     What,  then,  was  mine  to  want^ 
Money.     To  get  which,  what  was  naina  to  give  1 
Just  this  same  dncal  name,  and  Uncage  old, 
With  something  here  and  there  in  men's  esteem, 
Which,  born  with  these.  Wealth,  bom  without  it. 

You  had  the  wealth,  you  Medici :  and  I 
What,  needing  wealtli,  is  still  by  wealth  desired- 
So  I  said,  —  or,  to  say  the  truth,  not  I  — 
Bat  all  friends  said  to  me,  —  '■  This  Isabel, 
A  daughter  of  the  Medici,  is  rich. 
Young,  too,  and  beautiful,  as  all  admit, 
Secure  the  money  with  the  girl,  Orsini  I " 
And  yon,  —  illastrious  pepper-merchants  all, 
Pray  what   said  you?     0,  "Let   him   take   the 

^rl. 
And  take  the  money,  whereby  we  take  him. 
The  threadbare  duke,  with  his  unbroken  line 
And  broken  castles,  —just  the  man  we  want !  " 
So  much   for  us.     The  world,  of  course,  cried. 

Clapped  hands,  extolled  flie  "  Suitable  Alliance." 
Which  one  of  ail  of  m  once  ^ked  himself, 
"  But  what,  for  her  part,  does  the  lady  gain  ? 
Has  she,  b j  chance,  a  heart  t  and  what  eajs  that  ? 
Well,  I  beiievB  that  I  have  been  no  worse. 
If,  at  the  best,  no  better  on  the  whole, 
Than  other  men  thus  suitably  allied. 
I  liked  my  wife,  admired,  respected  her ; 
Took  it  for  granted  she  should  be  content 
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To  fill  the  proper  place  op  in  mj  life 

Where  she  was  wanted,  and  remain  therein, 

Just  as  yoa  tako  for  granted  the  stone  saint 

Will  stay,  and  decently  demean  himaelf. 

In  that  psr^culu  cathedral  niche 

The  architect  allots  Mm,  heeding  not 

Tho  dninesi  or  the  chillness  of  the  place. 

And  when,  to  crown  it  all,  ihere  oamB  an  heir 

Both  to  tha  money  and  the  name  to  boot, 

Content  with  that  resnlC,  which  seemed  the  eod, 

Sniali  furiher  Care  abont  my  wile  had  I, 

Than  to  select  the  best  man  I  could  find 

(Ho  Beemed  so  then)  to  take  np  and  perform 

The  dalies  —  {mark  1  not  daring  to  desire 

The  dear  reward  lore's  care  of  love  receives)  — 

Of  guardian  of  tlie  honor  of  a  wife 

WhiJsc   sponse  ....  0,  there's    no   dearth   of 

weighty  cause 
For  my  continued  absence  :  feme,  the  field, 
Tho  Church's  banner,  then,  the  friendship  vowed 
Don  John,  Lepanto,  — man's  career,  in  short  1 
Of  course,  meanwhile,  with  business  pleasure  goes: 
Of  course  I  have  my  mistresses  :   my  wife 
Ho  doubt  has  heard  the  Accorombona's  name  : 
But  that 's  a  trifle.     All 's  allowed  to  men. 

Of  course,  although  we  rate  the  women  all 
As  three  times  weaker  than  our  worthless  selves. 
We  yet  expect,  wc  have  the  right  to  expect, 
That  they  shall   be   thrice  stronger.     Wherefore 

Man  can  appeal  to  man.     Woman  to  whom  ? 
Man  's  both  her  judge  and  executioner. 
Wuo  to  htr  if  she  slips  1     Just  judges  we  ! 
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Interrupt  me  not ! 
Ton  're  in  tto  way  of  it.     Tour  turn  is  coming. 
For  wbali  was  my  worst,  maddest,  wickedest 
Of  all  mialakea  !     To  dreana  that  I  could  leaye. 
Even  for  an  hour,  with  hope  to  find  again, 
Man's  honesty  or  woman's  virtue,  here 
In  the  foul  precincts  of  this  cursed  Court, 
Where  all  the  air 's  one  malady,  and  aE 
That  breathe  it  are  distempered  1  here,  I  say. 
Where  every  slmpe  and  kiod  of  wickedness, 
For  which   the  name 's   to   find  yet,  grows  and 

tJirives, 
And  at  the  top  of  all  its  hate&I  growth. 
Fed  with  the  sinful  sap  of  all  the  rest, 
Puts  forth  the  crowning  vice,  —  Hypocrisy  I 
Ha,  ha  !     Grand  Duke  of  Florence,  I  thank  God 
For  one  thing  heartily  !     I  have  made  you  wince. 
And  writhe,  like  the  tormented  snake  jou  are, 
Tou  hate  me ;  and  I  know  a  way  to  hart  yoa : 
That  comforts  me  a  little.     Hypocrite  ! 
Do  you  begin  to  ftel  that,  after  all. 
The  Devil 's  not  so  safe  in  Hell,  but  what 
A  ray  of  Heaven  gets  at  him  now  and  then. 
And  stings  him  through  all  custom  ? 
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I  foi^et  nothing.     Bui  you  He,  Grand  Duke. 

Out  of  jouc  power  I  hare  passed  away 

Forever,  and  you  know  it,  this  sad  night. 

How  ean  you  hurt  me  t  you  have  done  yonc  worst. 

Ton  cannot  hurt  my  wiffe.     I  have  no  wife. 

My  son  '      I  know  not  if  I  have  a  son. 

The  adulteress  hasone.  Would  you  hurl  my  Mends  ? 

There 's  no  man  in  the  world  I  love  or  tinst. 

My  name  ?     Disgraced  already,  you  aver. 

My  life  ?     What  'a  life  worth,  lacking  wliat  mine 

But  you'll  NOT  take  my  life.   First,  for  yon  cannot. 

Easier  could  I  kill  you  than  you  kill  me. 

We  are  alone,  just  now.     Besides,  L  know. 

And  you  know,  ihat  you  dare  cot.     Still  lo  you 

My  life  'b  more  useful  than  my  death  can  be. 

To  me  't  is  nseloss  now.     Away  with  lies. 

So  thoroughly  worn  out,  they  but  show  Ihc  truth 

Tboy  should  conceal!     Francesco,  to  speak  pltun. 

We  do  not  love  each  other,  nevei-  did ; 

But  all  we  ever  had  in  common  still 

Remains  to  us.     Commuiuty  of  wrong. 


As  you  pleai 
And  so  to  finish  this  vilo  work  of  ours 
Only,  for  Heaven's  sake,  Sir,  no  fine  i 
If  all  that  you  liave  said  bo  true  .  .  . 
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Convince  joarself.    The  proofe  arc  in  your  band. 


■T  is  the  custom  of  our  House. 
Anil  I  'li  hare  surer  warrant.     Her  own  lips, 
Not  mine  —  not  yours  —  BU  lips,  no  lips  but  herj 
Shall  soand  the  sentence,  if  confessed  the  crime. 
Mg  sentence  1     Foe  the  punisbinent  is  mine. 
As  mint}  the  fiiult  was.     She  must  die. 


Die!  yes.     And  then  mj  punishment  begins. 
For  I  must  Uto.     There's  punishment  for  both. 
Duke,  ....  yoa  have  dealings  with  that  sort  ol 

I  would  not  cail  them ;  yet  there 's  ne'er  a  rt^ue 

In  Florence,  but,  I  doubt  not  ho  is  worth 

As  much  as  any  other  honest  man  1 

Pfay,  did  yoo  ever  notice  CBrefiiUy 

A  hangman's  countenance?     I  try  to  think 

That  I  am  altogether  passed  away 

So  far  out  of  all  human  sense  of  what 

My  misery  is,  that  I  may  dare  assume 

The  inexorably  stern  judicial  mood 

Of  God's  Deatrojing  Angel.     Ton  are  witness 

I  have  already  judged,  and  have  condemned, 

Myself,  —  or  rather  say,  the  mun  I  was 

Once,  and  can  never  be  again.     Not  he, 

I  try  to  think,  —  not  he,  but  that  man's  judge. 


lor.;:,.  Google 


4Si    CHRONICLES  AND   CEARACTERS. 

Ascends  the  justice  seat  and  sammons  forth 
Unhappy  Isabella  lo  her  doom. 
But  there  's  a  something  left  of  man  in.  me,  — 
I  know  not  what,  —  't  is  strangely  out  of  place,  — 
That  troubles  all.     And,  turn  which  way  I  will. 
These  hands  of  mine  still  seem  a  hangman's  hands. 
And  we  two,  here,  conspirators,  —  worse,  worse, 
Cu^th^oat3 1  and  she  onr  victim.     Why  is  that  t 


Because  you  are  a  simpleton.     Because 

Yoar  mind,  jnst  now,  puts  all  things  out  of  place, 

And  your  life's  habit  has  not  helped  your  will  - 

To  put  thom  promptly  in  their  places  hack. 

I  see  in  all  this,  —  and  see  nothing  else,  — 

Plahily,  a  duty,  —  painful,  I  admit. 

Painful  to  me,  no  less,  sir,  than  to  you, 

But  still  a  duty,  to  be  done,  and  done 

At  once,  and,  once  done,  straight  from  thought  (Jis- 

missed. 
The  duty 's  ours :  the  consequence  is  not 
Was  Abraham  careful. of  the  consequence 
When,  to  ple^e  God,  he  saeriiieed  lus  son  t 
Or  did  he  call  himself  a  murderer  ^ 
Yet  Abraham's  son  was  guiltless.     As  for  you. 
Your  wife  is  guilty.     There  's  no  doubt  of  that. 
Yon  eho<Me  to  call  merely  "  fine  names  "  what  are 
Eeally  fine  feelings.     You  are  thoroughly  wrong  i 
For  are  we  Christian  gentlemen,  or  not  i 
That 's  the  sole  point,  Duke. 
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Amnn.     God  belp  the  times  1 
God  help  us  all  1     And  most  of  all,  help  mo  I 
That  have  the  moat  to  bear  of  all  of  you. 
And,  Dnke,  yon  wrong  me.     Hypocrite  I  'm  not. 
The  world  leaves  lis  chief  actors  tio  such  choice 
As  joo  may  fancy,  how  to  act  their  parts. 
Dissimulation  is  imposed  on  us. 
And,  let  me  tell  you,  there  are,  certmn  signs 
Already  in  the  crowd,  —  I  can't  say  what, 
I.^  Ihem,  —  that  our  parts  mnet  be  played  off 
Quickly.     I  think  I  can,  at  limea,  detect 
A  certain  ominous  stir  about  the  mass : 
Strange  faces  with  uncomfoFtahle  eyes : 
How^MJmer^,  whom  their  places  do  not  pleaso : 
Vague  sounds  not  wboUy  satisfactory : 


I  shall  have  played  u^  part  out,  anyhow. 
Let  after-comers  manage  as  they  may. 
Our  stage  is  old.     One  of  these  days,  perchance, 
It  may  giye  way,  and  there  '11  be  broken  bones. 
I  shall  have  strutted  off  it.     Hypocrite 
1  am  not.     But  profound  dissimulator, 
Yes.     That's  lay  part.    And  hypocrite  to  joal 
To  you  at  least  I  have  been  frank  enough- 
Outspoken,  like  the  friendly  gentleman 
You  '11  have  occasion  yet  to  find  I  am. 
But  your  unhappy  state  e^icuses  all. 
You  ')1  sober,  and  be  sorry  by  and  by. 
In  thus  consulting  you,  thus  timely,  thna 
Freely  and  unreservedly,  on  what 
Is  after  all  a  matter  that  concerns. 
With  or  without  your  leave,  or  any  man's. 
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Ourselves  in  chief,  (for  Isabel  'b  our  Etnif.) 
Wo  think  that  we  have  shown  you  full  regard, 
Friendlj  and  honorable  confidence. 
Deserving  recognition.     Aught,  unknown 
To  yon,  we  would  not  wilUngly  have  done. 
But,  knowing  wfiat  jov.  know,  if  it  would  ease 
The  sort  of  natural  trouble  your  unuse 
To  such  necessities  now  suffers,  Duke, 
We  'U  rid  your  hands  of  what  remains  to  do. 
And  undertake  .... 


JIo,  no  I  not  you  1  not  you ! 
To  you  't  would  be  uo  punishment     To  me 
'T  is  punishment  ali'cady. 


As  you  will. 
But  yon  're  so  hot  I     You  '11  blunder,  I  half  fear. 
I  need  not  say,  do  nothing  unconvinced. 
Convinced  you  will  be.     But  remember,  Duke, 
Ho  public  talk,  no  scandal !     Nothing  rude, 
Conepieuoufl,  unseemly !     What 's  to  do 
Must  be  discreetly  done.     Ha,  fay  the  way. 
My  brother  Ferdinand  writes  me  word,  Braodano, 
That  you  are  much  indebted :  sorely  prest 
To  make  good  certain  obligations  due, 
Mor  longer  now  renewable.     Is  that  true  1 
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Peace !     Wbat  's 
For  me  1o  care  for  ?     Let  the  roof-tree  fall, 
Now  bU  l)Gnc9,th  it 's  buried !  all,  all,  all  1 


Yoa  must  not  think  of  things  so  sullenly. 
But  as  a  man  that  'e  maEtev  of  his  wrongs. 
And  greater  even  than  the  greatness  of  them. 
House  I  rouse  I 


Francesco,  I  will  tell  you  noT 
A  thing  will  ^ve  jon  pleasure.     Take  it,  fienil  1 
'T  is  the  last  pleasure  jou  will  get  irom  me. 
I  think,  if  I  were  capable  jast  now 
Of  any  feeling  in  the  least  like  joy, 
'T  would  be  to  know  tbat  you  were  miserable 
Beyond  endurance :  therefore  I  snppoec, 
Since  no  less  cordially  do  yon  hate  me 
Than  I  hate  you,  't  will  give  jon  pleasure,  too. 
To  hear  what  I  shall  say.     1  said  erewhile 
T  liked  my  wife,  admired,  respected  her. 
That 's  over.     I  cannot  respect  her  now. 
Admire,  or  like  her.     All  that 's  worlds  away  I 
But  what  do  you  suppose  I  am  going  to  do 
Presently,  when  I  leave  this  flen  't     To  murder 
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I  know  her  not  pure  now.     I  love  her  ni 

And  I  am  going  to  murdor  her.     Laugh,  fiend  1 

You  ssB  that  I  am  miserable  enongh. 

Make  much  of  that.     Mine  she  was  yesterday, 


I  did  not  love  her  then.     I  loved  myself. 

All 's  changed.     She  is  mine  no  more  ;  we  both 

For,  losing  her,  I  have  lost  myself.     To-night 
1,  witii  the  murderer's  heart  in  me  already. 
Love  her,  the  harlot  that  I  go  to  kill. 
Have   that   writ   down   by  some   choice   Tuscan 

scribe, 
A  drama  for  the  Devil  to  chuckle  at : 
A  devil's  drama,  for  a  devil's  delight, 
Acted  by  devils  damned  beyond  redemption  1 


All 's  so  clear ! 
The  MjghrtaTe-been,  which  never  can  he  now, 
The  Must-he-now,  which  never  could  have  been, 
Were  't  not  that  knowledge  ever  comes  too  Ute, 
And  all  that 's  good  is,  in  this  wretched  world. 
Good  missed !     Why  came  I  in  such  haste  ftom 

Not  a,t  jonr  mandate  ;  thongh  your  missive  seemed 
The  pretext  still.     For  I  was  thoroughly  tired 
Of  what  had  been.     'T  is  not,  I  think,  in  you 
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To  ODderBtand  how  it  shonld  come  abont 
That  sometimes  in  the  sndden  midst  of  all 
The  busy  so-called  wafting  life  of  a  man. 
There  slides  across  the  spirit  that  'e  moving  it 
A  silent,  instantaneous,  di'eam-like  change; 
Bom,  as  in  dreams  such  changes  are,  perchance 
Of  something.  Heaven  knows  what,  so  small. 

That  with  a  mystic  trouble  turns  aside 
Suddenly  the  main  cnri'ents  of  the  luind  : 
The  look  in  a  dog's  eyes  :  a  stranger's  talk  ; 
The  death  'of  some  man  that  you  never  know : 
Less,  less  than  that !  chance  odors  after  rain. 
Or  old-new  colors  in  an  evening  sky. 
And  all  at  once  the  Present  is  the  Past, 
The  Past  the  Present,  and  the  Future  all 
One  nameless  yearning  to  recapture  ....  wha 
Ah,  that 'a  the  qaestion  1   But  with  me 'twas  Hon 
A  resting  from  the  nowhere-leading  ways 
Of  feverish  Life's  siek  walking  up  and  down, 
Peace,  and  the  quiertearied  household  loves ! 


BRACCIANO. 


Look  round,  admire  the  order  of  the  parts  1 

li:  not  all  Florence  represented  here  ? 

The  art  of  murdering  and  eoiieealing  murder. 
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Called  statecraft  by  this  time's  complacent  voice. 
Behold,  on  jondor  silent  shelvee  all  round, 
Its  speecblesa  repreeeatatives  I     The  rest? 
O,  all  the  rest 's  in  ouf  two  persons  played  ! 
Behold  die  Personages  of  the  Age  ; 
Conspirator,  Aasaasin,  Hypocrite, 
Prince  without  trutli,  and  Subject  without  trust. 
As  fof  tlie  People,  it  ia  quice  as  mucli 
Visible  here  as  elsewhere,  just  at  present : 
The  People's  part  is  properly  left  out : 
The  Prostilnte  's  behind  the  scenes  :  th«  Spy, 
The  Cuckold,  —  all  are  here,  I  think,  and  all 
Are  represenKd  worthily.     What  else 
Is  wanting  t 


Ho !     Fra  Luke ! 


BBAOCIANO. 

True,  Ifi: 


What  ho !     Bra  Luke !     Fra  Luke,  I  say ! 

I'RA  l,UKB  {entering). 

(They   have    not    killed   each,   other  1    do   such 

luekl 
I  had  a  vague  aweet  hope  of  some  each  thing.) 
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Each  last  Edilion  of  what  I  may  call 
Your  Highness'  careful  study  aad  extreme 
To  improve,  suppress,  eradicate  what  need 
The  prnning-knife  of  strict  Morality, 
This  world's  rank  garden's  wiuy  weeder. 


Ah! 
I  am  glad  that  we  appear  to  have  done  well. 
Dear,  dear  Bracciano !  so  then  you  mtist  go  ? 
Well,  't  were  but  cruei  kindness  on  one  part 
To  keep  you  any  longer  from  the  home 
Whore  those  that  love  yon  there  have  so  long 

missed 
Your  welcome  presence.     O,  sir,  we  expect 
To  hear  of  famous  doings  prcacnlly,  — 
Prompt  slaying  of  the  fatted  calf,  —  what  not  ^ 
All  sorts  of  welcomes  to  this  best  event ! 
Heaven  hless  yon,  dear  Bracciano ! 


(SWange !     He  knows 
That  I  know  all.     Yet,  for  the  life  of  him, 
The  habit  of  hypocrisy  so  sticks, 
lie  cannot  help  pretending  to  deceive  me.) 
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Conduct  the  Duke,  Fra  Luke.     The  Duke  's  im 

patJent, 
And,  dear  Braceiano,  I'm  eo  glad,  so  glad 
That,  as  r^arda  the  trifle  we  disouaaed. 
We  are  of  one  mind  wholly.     And  the  money, 
The  money  shall  he  paid.     Zounds !  it  would  bo 
Abomitmble,  unchristian,  if  we  left 
In  the  curst  clutches  of  those  rascally  Jews 
A  moment  longer  our  dear  sister's  husband. 
Go !  joy  bo  with  jon.     Stay,  one  parting  word  ! 
When  of  the  odious  truth  yon  are  assured, 
I  pray  you.  Sir,  remember  that  you  are 
A  gentleman  and  a  Christian. 


Heaven  and  earth ! 


(t  badtod  the  spider.     Well,  the  spider  wins  I) 

Tliis  way,  illustrious  Senior  Duke  !  this  wny. 

'    \Exeunt  BuccilNO  and  FBI  Ll 


Bluster !  all  hlustctr !     For  1  hold  him  last. 
Astonishing  1  how  soon  a  man  forgets 
Debts  to  Despair.     Before  a  month  is  past 
I  shall  be  prayed  to  pay  his  other  debts. 
Almost  as  desperate.     They  are  all  the  same. 
'Twere  well  to  have  him  watched,  though,  till  h( 
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Poor  fellow  !  't  is  so  fresh  to  him,  all  this. 

Well,  now  that  'b  off  our  mind  which  weighs  oi 

Sttscipimit  movies  pa/^m  popalo  I 

ServUe  Domimim  in  Uetiiia.     So 

Joi^  est  alea,  the  bolt  is  sped, 

A  litanj  now :  and  then,  conl^nt,  to  bed  1 
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(PAEIS,  8IXTBBNTH   CBHrnttT,) 

ELCOME,  dear  friends  I  .  .  .  .  ihongh  to 
a  Btcanger's  heart  1 
For,  'mid  your  feir  Freaeh  faces,  as  thej 
throng 
,  fast  about  me,  I  perceiye  —  if  not 
The  name  of  Italy  eneharactered, 

•  LnoUio  (Bslf-slyled  Julius  Casar,  and  Pompeins)  Vania 

onizad  by  no  chotcli.  Murdered  by  the  Earliameol  of  Tou 
Imiee  npiin  e.a  bikieaas  and  uofbunded  vhgrge  of  AUidsm 
hU  meinoiy  bas  beeD  calunmUted  by  the  tsw  and  foi^tea  b] 
the  muiy.    I  tbinli  that  do  reader  oC  h^  "  Dialogues  "  nil 


ot  Ignoble ,  ai 


tbDught "  ID  t^e  alxCeentlL  cenCnr; 
iBm  by  his  Judges,  he  piclE^  a 
jmHveded,  by  arguments  irblch  v 


tribunal,  which  oc 
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Such  as  her  sultry  suns  with  swarthy  finger 
Upon  my  own  have  traced  it  —  yet  the  e jc 
Of  keen  inquirj,  and  the  eager  cheek, 
Native  to  such  as  Nature's  tiaod  hews  out 
From  heF  unfentured  and  inglorious  mass. 
For  common  kindred  in  the  aliining  band 
Of  those  that  both  desire  and  dare  to  show'  I 
Therefore  I  take  you  to  my  heart  of  hearts ; 
High  peers,  whose  brows  by  Thonght  ate  privUeged 
To  owe  no  homage  to  the  narrow  zones 
Of  partial  Place,  and  casual  CSrcumetance, 
But  hold  high  colloquy  with  those  Euprome 
And  soiiiary  Spirits  which  allow 
No  bondage  of  the  brandii^  zodiac 
To  limit  their  hereditary  realms 
In  unitersal  space  1     TTierefore,  I  bid 
My  beat  self,  freely,  to  your  fellowship; 
And  as,  within  the  mystjc  circle  traced 
By  Persic  priests,  the  aflabie  Genius 
(Appenaed  by  rayrrhy  fumes  that  please  him  well) 
Doth,  to  delight  each  mild-eyed  Magian, 
Unpack  the  treasures  of  the  ransaekt  world, 
Elsehulchtfrom  sight'twixt  either  sleeping  pole, — 
Gold,  by  wLuged  gryphons  fbc  Abassio  kings 
Guarded  in  mountain  treasure-houses  deep, 
Great  wizard  gems  from  Solomon's  thumb  ring. 
And  sea-green  marbles  from  Caucasian  mines, 
Thick-veioed  with  while  fire ;  —  so,  sweet  Mages,  I, 
Lured  by  your  loves,  do  at  your  fbet  lay  low 
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The  spoils  from  Science  filched  bj  stealthy  toil ; 
Rare  socreta  of  the  starry  universe, 
Flying  around  the  centre,  and  what  dwells 
Deep  in  the  undivulgM  mind  of  man. 

I  mark  the  wonder  widening  in  your  eyes 

As  they  turn  to  me,  wistful  what  comes  next ; 

And  hoar  yon  mnrmuiing,  as  my  spirit  moves 

Among  yon  like  the  unseen  wind  that  blows 

To  billowy  toil  full-hearded  harvest  fields. 

"  Can  it  be  true  ^  "  ye  ask  yourselres,  .  .  .  ."  The 

Before  you,  with  the  scarcely  wrinkled  brow 

And  yet  nnsilvered  hair,  —  can  he  have  reached 

So  soon  the  cloudy  summits  that  command 

Tha,t  epadoas  prospect  which  the  hoary  sage 

Scarce  sees  before  he  sinks  into  the  grave  ? 

How  many  cycles  in  the  wilderness 

Did  Moses  wander,  leading  right  and  left 

His  puzzled  followers,  tJll,  fatigued  to  death. 

He,  from  the  top  of  Plsgah  g»aing,  saw 

The  Promised  Land,  and  died.     Yet  hath  the  man 

That  stands  before  you,  speaking  like  a  voice 

Ont  of  the  sundered  stars,  imperative, 

Some  years  of  youth  still  left  to  fiing  away." 

And  so  ye  marvel.     And  I  marvel  not 

That  ye  delay  to  put  aside  all  doubt. 

Because  I  know  ijiat  half  the  Prophet's  power 

Upon  the  multitude  (though  ye,  indeed, 

I  connt  not  of  the  many,  but  the  few) 

Lies  in  the  lifted  rod,  Ae  fiowing  robe. 

The  hoary  beard,  and  many-farrowed  brow. 

Yet,  fiiends,  't  is  troe,  —  all  true  I     The  man  ye 
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1,  I  have  attained  tlie  end. 

«  of  all  the  sciences. 
A  spirit  zoned  with  the  nine-folded  spheres, 
That  in  Ma  right  hand  turns  the  rolling  globe 
Aronnd,  for  pastime,  —  I  command  the  Powers 
That  hide  within  the  heighta  and  depths  of  things. 
Not  easily  commanded.    In  a  word, 
Whatever  may  be  known  by  man,  I  know. 

Yes  I  I,  the  Italian  D.ootor,  Julius  Ciesar 

Lucilio  Vaninj,  whom  you  know 

Already  by  no  casual  report, 

Have,  by  much  study,  travel,  and  strong  thought, 

Mastered  in  some  tew  thirty  years,  or  less. 

Philosophy  and  pbyeics ;  medicals ; 

Theology ;  and  law,  in  both  its  brasches. 

The  civil  and  the  canon ;   (fbr  who  knows  not 

That  IB  atroqaejmre  I  am  Doctor?) 

All  schools  of  East  or  West ;  anatomy ; 

Meohamcs;  mathemalica ;  music;  all 

Poets,  grammarians,  and  historians ; 

Natural  mc^ie,  and  astronomy, 

Astrology ;  with  what  from  these  a  man 

May  fur&er  tashion,  in  the  advance  of  time. 

By  sharp  experience  of  himself,  to  add 

Knowledge  to  knowledge.     Also  I  have  writ 

On  Free  Will,  Fate,  and  Providence,  confuting 

Whatever  was  by  others  said  before 

Upon  these  subjects,  and  constraining  those 

That  read  my  books  to  burn  their  own  ;  besides 

Two  dialogues  on  the  contempt  of  glory, 

Which,  that  I  do  not  crave  a  vain  renown, 

But  have  sought  Science  for  her  own  sweet  sake, 

Shall  witness  for  me  to  all  candid  minds : 
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And,  — -eo  yon  shall  Hot  fear  that  I  indulge 

Siich  frownJd  spirit  as  onr  Holy  Clinrch 

Not  seldom  in  her  children  hath  reproved. 

Prodigals  that  fbrsalte  the  Father's  board 

To  feed,  and  starve,  on  miserable  hnsks,  — 

A  long  Apology^  Coneilio 

Pro  Tridentino  —  of  the  Council,  and 

Docreoa  of  Trent ;  with  many  other  matters, 

Fully  discoursed.     Which  books,  whoe'er  will  read 

May  at  the  Fair  in  Frankfort  easily 

Obtidn,  through  any  merchant  of  this  town. 

And  I  have  visited  the  greater  part 

Of  Europe,     I  have  trayersed  Italy, 

Whereof  no  city  is  1o  me  nnknown, 

Wor  I  to  it.     In  Holland,  Germany, 

And  England,  every  University 

I  have  both  seen,  and  sometime  studied  there. 

Nay,  was  I  not  the  chosen  and  tha  chief 

Disciple  of  the  English  Carmelite, 

John  Bacon,  prince  of  the  Averroisis  1 

So  that ....  alheit  I  would  not  have  you  deem 

I  in  pretension  do  exceed  the  pith 

And  marrow  of  performance,  nor  indeed 

Ttat,  whatsoe'er  it  may  fao  I  have  done, 

I  have  done  more  than  euy  man  may  do. 

Let  him  hut  love,  as  I  loved,  Iieaining  more 

Than  house,  or  lands,  or  any  other  good, 

(Albeit  such  fervor  is  not  lo  be  found 

In  men  of  insufBcient  elements,)  .... 

1  dare  affirm  what  I  erewhile  averted. 

That  whaiaoo'er  a  man  may  know,  I  hum. 

And  as  for  Pompooat,  men's  present  Mentor, 
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He,  and  Averroes,  whom  he  but  follows  — 

(Although  I  would  not  count  them  less  than  kings 

Whose  erudition  and  andadty 

Hath  mado  them  half  to  \a  esteemed  as  gods)  — 

Let  these,  with  Cardan,  and  I  will  not  name 

How  many  more  that  be  their  vavasours. 

Sit  at  my  feet  forever,  and  be  dumb ! 

My  worst  is  better  than  the  best  of  theirs. 

(Believe  I  do  not  boast!)  for  they,  indeed. 

Have  but  rough-guessed  the  ways  which  I  have 


To  distances  divined  not  by  these  men. 
Whieh  you  shall  also,  if  you  will,  reach  with  me: 
For  what  I  know  I  would  to  all  make  known ; 
And  what  I  have  would  share  with  who  will  have  it; 
Since  knowledge  by  division  grows  to  more. 
Is  it  not  written  that  the  Teachers  —  they 
That  have  turned  many  to  the  light  —  shall  shine 
Like  stare  in  heaven?     Which  shine  not  for  Ihem- 


Yet,  for  all,  I  see 
That  you  do  think  I  bo^t  myself  beyond 
The  stretch  of  my  deserving.     If,  good  friends, 
Yoa  deem  it  thus,  believe  me  you  do  wrong 
Me  first,  —  and,  in  the  consequence,  yourselves! 
For  I  conceive  there 's  nothing  more  beseems 
A  teacher,  than  assurance  of  the  worth 
Of  what  he  teaches,  and  hia  own  to  teach  it. 
On  tlictc  two  points  behoovee  the  man  to  have 
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No  doubt  winterer.     If  he  doubt  himself, 

tiot  him  be  dumb  aud  put  belief  ia  others. 

For  all  his  right  to  speak  is  in  the  right 

Of  what  he  am  epe^k  ta  be  boldl;  epoken  : 

And,  therefore,  reverently  listened  to. 

Whence,  if  his  worth  be  famished  With  fair  titles 

Both  to  his  own  and  other  men's  good  credence. 

He  cannot  too  conspiououslj  show  them. 

There  '9  naught  bat  snch  conyictioa  as  rejects 

All  question  of  it,  that  what  'a  now  Ki  say 

Is  better  worth  the  saying  than  all  else 

By  others  said  l)eforB  it,  justifies 

Infraction  of  tiiat  silence  which  hefits 

A  man  in  presence  of  the  universe. 

The  atara  above  him,  and  the  graves  below. 

Therefore,  my  masters,  I  am  bold  to  speak ; 

This  boldness  (which,  were  it  less  positive. 

Would  stand  in  ^lence)  being,  ss  you  see. 

The  only  l^lit  which  I  admit  myself 

To  apeak  at  all.    Be  mimi  bold  speech,  o(  none. 

O,  I  have  seen  in  Professorial  Chairs 

How  much  of  mock  humility,  lip-lowliness 

Moathing  it  thus  .  .  .  .  "  The  Grace  of  God  forbid 

We  should  be  overbold  to  lay  rough  hands 

Ou  any  maa'S  opinion.     For  opinions 

Are,  certea,  venerable  properties. 

And  those  which  show  the  most  decrepitude 

Should  have  the  gentlest  handhng.    Yes,  good  sirs, 

We  have  that  sort  of  conrleay  about  ns, 

Wo  would  not,  flatly,  call  a  fool  a  fool, 

Nor  wrong  all  wrong,  nor  right  entirely  right, 

Lest  we  affirm  too  much.     You  shall  not  find  as 

Of  such  an  overweening  arrogance 
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That  we  should  swear,  Tjecaiiae  we  are  disposed 
To  this  Of  that  conclnsion,  that  it  needs 
Must  better  yours.     We  think  that  we  are  right : 
We  may  be  wrong :  we  doubt  you  are  in  error ; 
You  may  be  right.     Civilily  forbids 
Insiatance  on  harsh  terms."     Civility 
Therefore  goea  sidling,  with  a  glance  asquint 
'Twixt  true  and  false,  along  her  slippery  road. 
Which  is  the  road  Ui  Hell,  the  Home  of  Lies ! 

Yet  will  some  wise  and  moderate  good  man 
Make  answer,  that  to  no  one  living  son! 
Is  absolute  truth  rouchsafijd,  and  this  alone 
la  absolutely  certain.     Granted,  friend. 
Yet  he  is  absolutely  right  or  wrong 
That  dates,  or  dares  not,  follow  to  the  end 
And  utterly  use  the  whole  o'  the  truth  ho  hath. 
For  there  be  luany  that,  in  face  of  Truth 
Fear  her  imperative  aspect,  and  affirm, 
"  This  customary  jalsehood  is  a  thing 
More  safe  than  ^at  uncustomary  truth  " ; 
Or,  "  Only  thus  and  thus  much  of  the  truth 
Is  competent  of  usage,"  having  cot 
Within  themselves  trae  love  of  truth,  nor  yet 
The  courage  of  the  consequence  of  thought. 
This  is  the  approved  philosophy  of  tools. 
Of  whi<di  yon  shall  hear  nothing  from  my  lips. 
For  half-truths  need  no  loathing  from  this  chair. 
The  craft  of  cowardice,  the  world's  vile  promptings. 
The  glare  of  false  aulhority,  the  fear 
Of  exile,  prisons,  halters,  and  the  rack. 
These  teach  the  customary  compromise 
'Twixt  true  and  false ;  and  find  in  every  land 
SufEdout  school,  without  the  added  weight 
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Of  verdict  from  the  lips  of  men,  not  vile 

By  nature,  who,  thongh  none  rcgarcl  theic  speech, 

Must  speak  nndannted,  or  not  speak  at  all. 

Most  men,  indeed,  believe  in  something  better 

Than  their  own  actions ;  and  conciliate 

The  world  by  acting  viforse  thsn  they  believe ; 

And  all  men  even  tlidr  best  actions  base 

On  something  worse  than  is  their  beat  Belief; 

Tot  hope  to  mollify  tbo  scorn  of  God, 

Because  their  thonghta  are  better  than  their  aola. 

And  their  beliefe  more  blameless  than  their  lives. 

This  needs  no  teauhiag.    This  ia  the  world's  wisdom. 

But,  when  the  Teacher  speaks,  he  speaks  aa  one 

That  knows  his  audience  in  tiie  universe 

is  not  of  this  world  only ;  but  perchance 

Millions  of  alarry  spirits  beyond  tho  sun 

Pause  o'er  their  planetary  toil  to  lean 

And  listen  to  him.     F  he  speak  the  truth 

Truly,  his  speedi  is  as  a  trenchant  sword 

To  cut  the  world  asunder  Ut  the  heart. 

And  take  its  stealthy  secrets  by  surprise. 

So  let  him  stand  up  stern,  as  on  a  rock, 

LilfC  Joshua  when  he  held  the  snn  and  moot) 

In  Ajalon  and  Gibeon,  til!  he  ceased 

To  smite  the  Amorite  befbre  the  Lord. 

No  more  ignoble  powei's,  no  lesser  laws 

Can  hurt  Ms  sacred  head  whom  Nature's  own 

Eternal  and  divine  supremacies 

d  with  unseen  cohorts  to  the  end. 


For  wherefore  should  we  call  joii  here,  li 
In  sober  earnest,  and  some  shuddering, 
Upon  this  dreadful  combat  of  tho  gods,  - 
This  conflict  of  resistant  Error  armed 
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Against  re^stleEB  Trnth,  on  all  Bides  round. 
Not  ended  till  the  world  be  won  or  lost? 
Why  bid  jou  mark  severe  Minerva  there  ? 
Here  snaky  Typhoo,  —  both  at  horrible  handgrips  ? 
If,  to  Bsauflge  aniazement,  and  restore 
The  careless  Batisfaedon  we  were  bold 
Thus  to  break  in  on  witH  the  horrid  news, 
Wo  liglitiy  wiiisper,  — just  when  the  heart  stops 
And  the  veins  tighten  with  the  liidcous  thought 
Of  what  'b  depending  on  the  deadly  issue,  — 
"Friends,  here's  no  cause  to  fear  yon  grisly  god, 
Por  all  his  savage  show  his  claws  he  clipped. 
Athene's  angry  apear  can  draw  no  blood,   . 
It  being  buttoned  like  your  fencing  Ibils. 
And  this  tremendous  spectacle,  whieh  shakes 
The  ample  theatres  of  Heaven  and  Hell, 
Is  but  a  mock-heroic  at  the  roost." 
Ye  gods  1  if  this  be  thus,  and  only  thus. 
Why  then,  I  cry  i'  the  name  of  all  men's  patience. 
You  impudent  knaves  that  play  the  herald's  part, 
.  Sound,  ye  jour  brawling  trumpets  in  our  ears 
So  shrilly  t     Why  do  you,  unmannerly  thus. 
Bouse  us  &om  slumber,  scare  us  from  our  business 
Of  feasting,  fooling,  and  fot^tting  ail  things. 
To  cry  the  house  a-fire  f     Or  why  drag  hither 
Grave   men,  grown   men,  gray  men,  with  cares 

enough. 
And  griefs  enough,  and  grievances  enough, 
To  try  the  nerves  of  those  that  Iiave  the  stoutest. 
Merely  to  cheat  us  of  our  hard-earned  rest 
With  your  preposterous  puppetings ! 
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But  you  shall  have  haid  fighting,  and  real  blowa, 
Hgt  dealt  in  vaJo.     Tor,  by  the  ielp  of  God, 
We  will  this  day  GoUaths  more  &\aa  one 
Destroy  forever  from  the  Field  of  Truth.  — 
If  you  '11  bdieve  me  1  — 

Nay  1  but  neither  think, 
Becauee  I  hare  put  off  humility 
Ueibce  I  stept  into  this  Chair  of  Doctrine, 
Thai  therefore  I,  with  idle  arrogance 
Aspire  to  hit  the  stars  ;  revering  not 
The  worth  of  modest-mindedoeas  in  man. 
Not  so.     I  have  been  humble  more  than  most. 
Whiles  I  waa  yet  a  learning,  I  was  humble. 
Then,  my  humility  was  snch  as  suits 
A  lover  when  he  sues ;  which  I  put  off 
To  clothe  me  with  the  pride  that  lover  feels 
When  afterwardB,  be  having  won  that  wooed. 
His  love  lives  in  possession.     I  might  tell 
Of  days  and  nights  of  painful  patientness 
In  Padua ;  when,  a  beardless  boy,  I  braved 
Sharp  winter's  biting  in  a  threadbare  coat, 
And,  lale  and  early,  trimmed  a  lonely  lamp 
With  toilful  tendance  ;  sat  at  all  men's  feet ; 
And  read  ihim  all  men's  boobs  right  reverently  ; 
And  lived  to  leam ;  and  learned  from  all  that  hved ; 
And  held  myself  the  least  of  little  ones, 
Not  worthy  to  be  seated  at  the  board. 
Grateful  to  cram  what  charitable  crumbs 
Fell  from  o'erflowing  trenchers  to  my  lot ; 
While  nothing  but  t^e  daily  doled-out  crust 
(A  frail  and  miserable  alms  I)  appeased 
The  begging  of  the  body,  barely  heard. 
But  love  makes  warmth  and  fulness  everywhere. 
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The  lover  livds  on  love  Inxurionslj, 

And  lacks  for  nothing.     O  be  very  sura 

That  DO  man  will  learn  anjihing  at  all, 

UulcBS  he  first  will  learn  humility. 

The  humtil<st  zQoonts  the  highest.     Who  would 

The  Bkyej  Alp  must  go  afoot.     The  vain 
And  ariogaut  man  uiny  drire  his  gilded  coach 
Across  the  plain,  gazed  by  the  servile  crowd. 
But,  would  he  moiint  that  taighty  eminence, 
He  mast  alight,  and  foot  it  with  slow  steps. 
Therefore  I  say,  ....  Be  humble,  —  to  be  high ! 

And  I  wili  toll  joa,  —  I  that  have,  0  friends. 
Read  many  books,  and  written  not  a  few,  — 
This  is  a  secret.     Tell  it  not  in  Gath, 
O  very  reverend  Doctors  of  Sorhonne ! 
A  man  raay  cram  his  brains  with  libraries, 
And  yet  know  nothing. 

Whence  comes  Knowledge  7  tJiinkt 
By  reading?     No  -  hy  thiaking  on  things  read- 
By  seeing  t     No  ;  by  thinking  on  things  seen. 
Nor  heariflg,  but  by  thinking  oti  liiogs  heard. 
Tet,  half  the  firat-elasa  writers  I  have  read 
Are  merely  setters  forth  —  not  of  their  own. 
But  other  men's  stale  thinkings  :  second-hand 
Employers  of  spent  brains!     la  Thought  so  easy  t 
Try! 

Take  some  simple,  obvious  object  here. 
And  think  it.     Think  the  wall. 

What !  you  are  silent  1 
You  cannot? 

>t  think 
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Tou  can  think  Plato  and  Pythagoras, 
Zeno,  and  Aristotle,  Bpicutns, 
Plotinns,  Jamblious,  Tliemistius, 
Thttles,  ParmenideB,  —  and  the  Lord  knows  whom. 
That  is  to  say,  you  eaa  think  seuond-hand. 
Well  then,  0  friends,  now  let  ns  iearn  to  think ! 
Thini  anything.     But  only  think.     For,  see  you  ? 
There  's  nothing  of  so  singular,  nor  mean 
Condition  in  this  nniverse,  but  what 
It  doth  iuolude,  and,  in  a  sort,  continue 
The  fact  of  something  greater  than  itself, 
Nay,  of  the  Very  Greatest.     Nothiag  is, 
But  by  the  havii^  been  of  somcthii^  else, 
Which  sometiiing  else,  the  cause  of  this  thing  here. 
Is,  in  its  turn,  the  effect  of  something  elsewhere. 
Thus  we  the  higher  in  the  lower  perceive ; 
IFrom  each  obtain  intelligence  of  all ; 
And  find  in  all  the  consciousness  of  each. 
For  all  which  is,  by  reason  that  it.ia. 
And  is  itself,  not  other  than  itself, 
Defines  itself;  and,  being  definite, 
Must  be  perceivable  at  some  one  point, 
If  but  no  more,  on  which  porceptioa  acts. 
Whether  of  bodily  sense,  or  mental  force. 
Away,  then,  with  tho  indefinite,  from  thought. 
Which  is  the  non-esistent.     What  exists. 
Acts ;  and  what  acts  gives  notice  of  itself 
To  all  existence,  acting  thus  or  thus 
Conformably  to  laws  that  govern  all 
Existence.     Acts  are  laws ;  no  law,  no  act. 
Therefore,  be  snre  that  whatsoever  is 
Man's  thoi^ht  is  competent,  if  not  Co  kuow. 
At  least  to  know  of.     And  the  Infinite 
Appears,  Kporled  by  its  parls,  \a  be 
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Think,  and  all  thicgB  become  confederates 

To  Ihe  thought  in  you.     For  tho  Thinking-l'ower 

Is  of  anch  pregnant  feculty,  it  imbues 

AU  things,  or  can  fcom  all  things  extricate. 

And  BCic  to  anawerable  activity. 

Some  portion  of  the  essential  conscionsneas. 

Upon  the  dumb,  long-in  aiticnlate  earth. 

Descends  the  ^ft  of  prophecy  and  tongnea  : 

The  Emallest  fact,  —  the  laEt  in  consequenca 

Of  the  supreme  procesBion  of  ovonis,  — 

Itlere  garniture  of  life's  superfluous  pomp. 

Becomes  a  willing  spy  upon  tiia  track 

Of  its  more  potent  predecessor,  gone 

Most  likely  in  a  grand  indiffirence  hy : 

The  dust  grows  dainty  with  divinity : 

The  limpet  has  surmises  of  the  huge 

Enorrnous-bacted  sea-violenoing  whale : 

He,  of  Behemoth  in  the  days  when  God 

Hold  colloquies  upon  the  Chaldee  plains 

With  the  vexed  TJzzife :  the  dull-hearted  ox 

Hath  in  him  legecds  of  his  fhther-race. 

Those  monstrous  and  imaginary  forms 

That  frightened  Adam  when  the  bitten  frnit 

Turned  sour  between  his  lc«th,  and  thunder  low- 

The  fiand-grfdn  in  his  dreams  divines  the  stars. 
The  very  stones  are  garrulously  given, 
And  babble  to  each  other  in  the  moon 
The  story  of  the  waters  that  of  old 
Eolled  Koe's  arli  on  Ararat.     Perchance 
The  poising  of  a  pehblc  that  a  child 
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